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Paririe Berk TRAM, à Collector, 3 T wins, 
Jack BurLLer, Frank's Feotman, formerly @ Sailor. 
Docter BI um. 

ErTgxBoRrn, a Lawyer. 

Count SONNENSTERN. 
WILLIAM, a Shoe-maker. 

An Apothecary's Boy. 
CrarLoTTE, Philip's Daughter. 
Ann, her old Servant, 
Mrs. Gxinm, Franks Houſeheeper. 


THE 


RECONCILIATION. 


A CF I. 


The Scene repreſents a remote Street in the Suburb. 4 
Noto off Houſes on the Left, with a Bench before 

one of \them. Or the Right ſeveral Trees. In” 

© the back Ground Meadows and arable Land. It” 


' is Morning. . 
ö 9 SCENE J. 
WILLIANM fits on a Stool by a Tree, making: a Pair 
of Ladies Shoes, and finging whilft at wort. 
HOUGH idlers riot, eat, and drink, 
And on ſoft downy pillows ſink, 
bi They are not free from woe: 
For ev'ry man muſt have his ſhare 
Of troubles, and muſt know beſt where 
His ſhoe does hurt his toe, 
When rainy, wiſe men boots will wear, - 
But ſhoes put on when all is fair; 
And take times as they go. 
No man, that ever wore a ſhoe, - 
Will fay, if he be fair and true, 
Ik never hurt his toe. : 


ScENE II. oY 
Ann coming out of the Houſe with a Brom in her” 
: ; Hand, vs | 
Will. Good morrow to you, Miſs Ann. 
Ann. Thank you, honeſt William. 
Hill. How are all the family? how does the old 
gentleman come on? | | 
Ann. He has had a tolerable good night ; he 
is getting better every day. | 
ill. Upon my ſoul I am glad of it, for the 
ſake of your good miſtreſs, and for your own 
fake too, Miſs Ann, | | | 
| A 2 | Ann. 
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Ann. You are right there ; for ſuch a good place 
1 ſhall never have again. Be our pittance ever ſo 
ſcanty, my maſter has no better fare than myſelf ; 
and when love and affection diſtribute thebread,no- 
matter whether the ſlices be large or ſmall. There 
is many a lady's maid, indeed; that has greater 
wages than mine, and that dreſſes in filk and muſ- 
lin: but then the miſtreſſes are ſometimes ſo queer 
and ill- tempered never pleaſed—no pin will do 
unleſs pinned ten times over and every fold in a 


handkerchief is to be twiſſed into a thouſand dif- 
ferent ſhapes, before it will ſuit their fancy. But 


my young miſtreſs, up ſhe gets in a minute, dreſſed 
ſhe is in another, and wants no aſſiſtance whatever. 
Will. And carries always the ſmile of a Ma- 
donna on her countenance. | 
Ann, I never yet beard her utter an angry 
word in my life. 8 ö 
Will. Her lips ſeem not to be formed for that 
neither. a a Fi > 
Ann. Ah, ſhe is a good child, indeed! ſhe will 
never be ſo much as gut of temper. Shg has 
borne the long illneſs of her father with uncom-- 
mon conſtancy and reſolution. The old man. 
might mutter and grumble ever ſo much, ſhe 
would be courteous and reſigned. She has not ſlept 
a wink theſe many weeks, and would not ſuffer 


me to fit up by the old gentleman; as ſoon as the 


elock ſtruck ten ſhe would bid me go aud lie 
down. In the beginning I was very uneaſy about 


it. Miſs is young, thinks I; ſhe may be well diſ- 


poſed for aught I know, hut ſhe may tall aſleep 
and when young people have once ſhut their eyes, 
not even a thunderclap will rquſe then. Bu 

was in the wrong box there: Miſs Charlotte 


would nod by her father's bed-ſide, but ar the. 


leaſt cough ſhe would be at his ſervice. 


Will. I fay, Miſs Ann, ſuch things never 80 


* 


without a reward, methinks. 


Ann. Oh, that's not all. All her fingers are ſore. 


with ſewing, that there, might be no want of 
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money in the houſe. That ſevere winter I tell 
you William, the old man muſt have ſtarved 
with cold but for his induſtrious daughter. 
Mill. 1 feel as if ſhe had likewiſe warmed 
me. | a 

Ann. When her father was ſo very ill, I wouldn't 
have given a braſs penny for his life, ſhe would 
kneel down, and weep and pray in every corner. 
But he need bur call out, Charlotte! and every 
tear was wiped off; ſhe would appear before him 
with a cheerful, friendly countenance, though 
her ſoul ſtruggled within. 

Fill. No wonder the old man ſhonld eſcape 
death. A face like that has greater effect than 
all the medicines of a doctor, and does not taſte 
ſo bad neither. But he is out of all danger nov? 

Ann. I ſhould think fo. | 
Will. Yet he ſtill coughs a good deal, I often 
hear him up in my room. - 5 

Ann. Ay, true. But the doctor ſays, a man 
of his age may ſtill go on with only a bit of his 
lungs, if his heart keep but ſtour: "= 
Mul. Right, Miſs Ann. Rather have but half 

one's lungs, and a heart ſound and entire. 
Ann. Oh, my good maſter has plenty of that; 

I have known him no bigger than that—he has 

always been a good-natured, tender- hearted boy. 
And Providence has given him no riches, or elſe - 

he might have been a miſer as well as his brother. 
Will. Is his brother rich) 
Ann. During the war, and God knows by 
what means, he has ſcraped together an immenſe 
deal of money. But his lungs are better than 
his heart, and he leaves his poor brother to want. 
Will. Hum! and yet every body praiſes him. 
Ann. Rich folks are always praiſed, and never 
wrong: but when a poor 2 goes but one ſin- 

le ſtep aftray, good Chriſtians will ruſh upon 

him, and trample him in the mire. 
Vill. Odd enough, people ſhould fell their 
friendſhip, and give their ill-will away for no- - 

1 4 3 thing. 
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thing. One ſhould think- it muſt be quite the 
reverſe; for enmity can do the heart no good. 

Ann. Don't ſay that; for there are thoſe who, 
delight in nothing more than ſcandal; They 
will tell their neighbours to the right and to the. 
left, and their eyes will gliſten with joy, like a 
cat's 7.5 in the dark. 

Will. But is it true that the two brothers are 
at law ? 

Ann, Alas! it is but too true; they have quar- 
relled theſe fifteen years: and for hat? for that 
wretched garden, out of the gates, near the bill. 
The whole is not worth above a couple of hun- 
dred of dollars. A ſhame upon that wealthy ſel- 
low ! Could 1 ever have thought it, when he was 
running about in his frock? He was a wild one, 
true enough, but his heart was good. | 

Will. Tehink, that, were he to ſee Miſs Charlotte, 
bis heart would melt; for, do you ſee, if the 
Devil were to fall out with his grandmother, and 
Charlotte got between them, 1 ſhould ſay the 
Devil himſelf muſt fall round his gronny's neck. 

Ann. Poor child! he has not ſeen her ſince ſhe 
was three years old. The two brothers. avoid. 
each other every where. 

Vill. She ought. to pay him a viſit. | 

Ann. And cringe? and, what is. worſe, or 
haps. be ill uſed by his old houſekeeper ? No; 


my miſtreſs is too good for that. 


Will. Sure enough, the is too good for them 
all: Lonly {hid ſo for the ſake of peace. _ 
Ann. We have bitherto got honeſtly through, 


the world. We can work; and a 
is worth more than a ducat given. ? 


Fill. Vou are right, Miſs Ann: eſpeciall v when 


one works for ſuch good maſters ; the taſk is then 
ſo light. Hey-day ! what nice ſhoes I would make 
if they were for Miſs Charlotte !-—T hou art alazy- 
fellow, would my father often ſay to me, before 


E were in our houſe : but ſince you live with us 


ve 


has had n occaſion to ſay fo. For, whes Þ 
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have had but a glance of that angel in the morn- 
ing, it ſeems as if my awl worked of itſelf all the 
Gy long. That's the reaſon why lalways carry my 
ool out here ; for I have obſerved, that; when. 
the weather is fair, ſhe likes to ſit on yon bench. 
_ Ang, L think ſhe won't be long a-coming. 


SCENE III. | 


Count SONNENSTERN drefed in a light Mornings 
dreſi, ſhipping acroſs the Stage: when be per- 
ceives ANN, he calls out, ; 

Oh, oh! Good morrow to you, old witch. 

Ann. ( Angrily.) What! do you mean me? 

Count. Doeſn't ſhe ſtand there with the broom 
in her hand, as if ready to beſtride it, and ride 
to a nocturnal meeting of the.weiry ſiſterhood ? 

Aun. It is a pity it will nor ſweep away every. 
kind of filth, | | 

Count. Ba! ha! ha! You are witty, I finds, 
but don't be angry; I meant no harm, mother. 

2 Mother! God forbid I ſhould. have ſucks 

a fon. - 

Count, Well, what objections have 2 ?” 

. Wouldn't it be pretty for you to ſay, My ſon, Count 

Sonnenſiern, lord of Eagleſtone and Crownhall ? 
Ann. No, indeed. My ſon muſt work, be he 

what he will; but it ſeems, ſome Counts have no- 

thing to do, for Lalways ſee you walk the ſtreets. 
Count. I have been ordered a ſpring-cure. | 
Ann. It's ſomew hat odd, when thoſe gentle- 
men return from the- college; they generally 
want a fpring-cure. | 
Count. Is your miſtreſs up? ) 
Ann. May be. ws A - 
Count. Will ſhe-come down? 
Ann. Perhaps. LES 20 ö 
Count. Has ſhe read the book which 1 leng- 

her ſome time back? e N i 
- Ann. She has begun it. * n 
Count. How does fhe like it? . "S 


Ann. Not at all; ſhe ſays, there is too much 
whining in it. Count. 
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Count. So much the better; it is a book for 

exalted and ſentimental minds. | 
Ann. Muſt whining and ſentiment go hand in 
hand, then ? 

. Count, Oldy, you don't underftand this. Young' 
people muſt love, and of courſe, whine. - When 
you light your kitchen fire of green wood, well, 
docs it not weep on the otherend ? f 


Ann. Ay; but then there is more ſmoke than 


ame. 


Count, A- propos; won't the old fellow die 
yet? 


Ann. He ſeems to have a good conſtitution, 


though in his youth he never went through the 


ſpring remedies. 


Can. A dor devil, thareforcet te ive on rler 
i/landicum, had better take his leave at once 
1 And bequeath you his pretty daughter, 

Ty | | 


Count. Well done, mother; if you can make 


him do that, I'll take you into the bargain. 

Ann Oh, if you love my miſtreſs, her father: 
will himſelf give you her hand, 

Count. (With a ſneer.) Will he indeed? 


Ann. And, if yon won't have her on that con- 


dition, you cannot be fond of her. 


Count. But one cannot always act as one would. 
Ann, If one cannot do what is good, one ought” 


not to will what is bad. 


[William, during this diſcourſe, begins to fing _ 


his ſong, and raifes his voice every time be 


is diſpleaſed with what Sonnenſtern ſays. 
Count. You folks have droll notions. 
Ann. Do you mean, perhaps, my miſtreſs is 
not good enough robe a Counteſs? 


Count. Ah, ſhe'd be the prettieſt little Counteſs 4 


upon earth. | 
Ann. She is, perhaps, not rich enough? 
Count. Poverty is no flaw. 


Aun. A proverb in every body's mouth, and | 


in no one's heart, 


Cent. 
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Count. A- propos; do you want money? 
Ann. Yes, Sir, we do. | 
Count. Take. ( He tenders her a purſe.) 
Ann. We don't want money of that kind. 
Count. Of that kind! What do you mean? 
Anu. My. maſter does not accept preſents ; his 
heart is too proud for that. 
Count. But you? | 
Ann. I am but a fervant; and have no greater” 
wages than eight florips a year, yet I never want 
a penny to give the poor on Sunday when Igo 
to church. | | | | ety $434 
Count. Old one, be wiſe. Your miſtreſs is a 
treaſure, and you are the dragon to watch her ;, 
but you may * fire as much and as long as 
you pleaſe, Pil nevertheleſs at laſt ſucceed in 
throwing my handkerchief on the buruing coals. 
(Looking round.) What the devil is the fellow 
hbawling for, like a warchman 2 | 
Ann. No man can hinder him from ſinging, 
Count. (Throws 4 piece of money to William.) 
My lad, go, and drink to my health for this. 
Your throat ſeems to be curſedly dry. 
[William takes the money, and nails it ts the 
table before lim. | 
Count. What are you about, fellow ? | 
Ann. Ha! ha! ha! He does juſt the ſame. as 
oyr neighbour the gracer, who will always nail 
bad money to the counter. 
Count. Well, fellow will you anſwer ? 
Vill. ( Singing.) | 
Ann. ( Laughing.) Leave him alone, he is deaf. 
Caunt. Is he? So much the better. What a 
ty he is not likewiſe dumb! Ho! ho! Miſs: 
arlotte, 0 dt 
SCENE IV. 


Emer CHRARLOT Tx. 


. =. 


Charl. Have you done, dear Ann ? My akon 
will come down preſently, 
Ann. Come down, you fay ? 


4 


Charl. 


N 
N 
11 
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Chart. For the firſt time; the weather is fo 
warm, ſo fine. (With kindneſs.) Good morrow, 
William. (With modeſty.) Good morrow, Count. 

FWilliam takes off his cap in a friendly and 
reſbectful manner, and whilf Charlotte 7s 
preſent, expreſſes by geſtures his participation. 
in the conver/alion. 

Count, I could be angry with you, my lovely 
girl, if thoſe looks did not diſarm my paſlion. 

Charl. Be angry, Sir F about what ? 

\ Count. Why to ſee that this deaf cobler ſhould 
have your firſt greetings. | | 

Charl, He' is the ſon of our landlord, a good 
quiet lad. — 16 

Count. Very odd, that quiet people ſhould: 
always be deemed good people! 5 

. Charl. Virtue is never boifterons. 

Count. But ſhe is a daughter of Love. 
 Clharl- If that be ſo, it is to be lamented that the 
daughter ſo ſeldom gets the better of her parent. 

Count. The man that is in love never fails to. 
be a good man: | : 


Charl. Indeed! * 


Conn: The ſun calls! forth flowers from the- 
earth; Love rears Virtues in the hearts of man. 
Charl. Poor deceived girl! for I have always 
flattered myfelf to be good, without love. 
Count. Conceit! Of what value is metal with-- 
out a coin? Love ought to give her ſtamp to- 
Virtue, to make it current. N 
Charl You mean the love of mankind. 
Count. Have yqu renounced all other love? 
Carl. Can you put this queſtion to a tender 
and affectionate daughter Oh ! do rejoice with 
me. My father will come down, and for the firit” 


time enjoy again the pore air. Here by this lime- 
e fol a 


tree he will fir, who iage he ſaw laſt autumn 
ey ene expectation. Oh, Sir, Lon 
1s happy, fo thoroughly happy'!—Could you but 
conceive what he has ſuffered { 
has eadured— Ld tad? <a 

: Count. 


what privation he 


. 
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Count. Privation! that was your fault. 
Charl. Mine ? | 
Count. Beyond a doubt. Why didn't you ho- 
nour me with your confidence? why diſdain any 
aſſiſtance? | 
Charl, Are you alſo a phyſician ? 
Count. Anxiety of mind is worſe than illneſs. 
I might perhaps have cured the ane and relieved 
the other. | 12 
Charl. I don't underſtand you, 5 
Count. If, for inſtanee, I improved, by the uſ 
of it, what chance gave me; if, to comfort the 
ſick father, I were to offer my aſſiſtance to the 
dutiful child? {He draws out his purſe, and poiſes 
it on his hand.) N 15 
Carl. The dutiful ehild would then perſo- 
nally introduce the generous man to the beloved 
patient. | 
Count, And ſuppoſe he choſe to entruſt his 
pious gift only to the hands of the daughter ? 
 _ <Charl.; She muſt then decline it. | 
Count. In other terms, deſpiſe it? 
Charl. *Not ſo; Count ; there is a kind of ten- 
der reſpect for ourſelves, which Tometimes by a 
ſtranger may be miſconſtrued into contempt. 
Count, But this roſe you would not reject ? 
Clarl. By no means. My father is fond of 
roſes, and to-day is his birthday. I thank you, 
Sir, Iwill agreeably ſurpriſe him with this rote. — 
[She makes him à tranfient curtſy, nods friendly 
% William, and goes into the houſe. The 
Count looks a little fry. | 8 
Ann. If you don't know how to get rid of 
our money, Count, Pll inform you that yonder 
ives an aged blind fiſherman. Make him a 
preſent of your purſe ; and then you may call 
me twenty times old mother, or old witch, as you 


like beſt, [She goes into the houſe. 
| "SCENE 


* 
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SCENE V. 
Count SONNENSTERN and WILLIAM. 
_ Connt. Thefe women are making game of me. 


—Stupid wretches— no manners—1f I could but 


et them to read novels There is. no ſubduing 
theſe novices without a novel. There is that deaf 


block head-—he lives with her under the fame 


roof— I wonder if he, perhaps, might not ſerve 
my purpoſe. IL fay, my friend. 

[Will. conrinurs working; an pretend. 18 be deaf. 
Count. ¶ Calling out at bisear.) Ifay, my lad. 
Will. (Roughty.) What's the matter? 

Count. Gently, gemly==do you know who 4s 


talking to you ? II am a Count. 


Will: Can you make a ſhoe ? 

Count. Blockhead'! | 

Will. Well, what are you good for, then? 
Count. I can lay my cane round your ſhoulders, 


if you be not civil. 


Fill Hum! A moe maker can do that as 
ee, Wong pen like git spy 7 
| nt ould you like ge ey 

Will. Get money? ay, that” I would who 


"wil make me ger ſome ? 


Count. I will. 

Viil. In an honeſt way? 

Count. In the eaſieſt manner in ths world. - 
Vill. The eafieft is not atways the moſt honeft 


way. Do vou want ſhoes ? 


forte ut old Aw ſnhould not 


Coat. Would you deliver a littls biller ? 


Will. At the poſt-offco? ? 
"Count. No, no; in this Wowſey to Ale cher. 
now eit. 


«Will. Very well. Give me the letters - 
Ccunt. But how will yu contrive? 
Mill. Carty it to her father. 1 
Count, To her father? Are mad? - 
Will. But I ſhould think the father might read 


hat is written to the daughter. 


Count. Fool! what do I want you for, then? 


Will. 


of 
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Fill. Fool? True! true! Never employ a 
fool when you want a rogue. 


Count. That fellow is as ſtupid as the reſt; 


Ay thoſe folks all want civilizing. Ho, ho! but here 

wt comes a man juſt as I want him—half a word will 

8 do for him. . 5 

a” ; SCENE VI. 

ie 1,200 4 67/7 Bel ErtEnnOnN © 

te Count. Good morrow, my dear neighbour ! you 
come quite to the purpoſe, 

7 Evyt. Serviteur. 


Count. I know you are a man up to any thing. 
Eyt. I am an honeſt man; that all the world 
18 knows. | | | 
Count. So much the better for you, if all the 
world knows or believes you ſo; for that is all one. 
Eyt. What do you mean by that, Count? 
Count There are two ſorts of honeſt men, do 


rs, you fee the one ſo for themſelves, and the other 
f for the world. 
as Eyt. Bad principles! 
Count. But they'll make a man look plump and 
fut; don't they now? | 
ho . £yt. You ſeem to be in a chattering humour, 
P and I am buſy, Count. 


Count. I'll increaſe your buſineſs, dear neigh- 
| bour. Pl tell you what: I am not to be deterred 
7 either by your belly, your wig, or your frigid 
(R virtuous mien. Fil make you men poſtillon d' amour. 

Eu. Serviteur. | 
/ount, A poſtillion ought to have a horſe, you 
know. I make you a preſent of my bay mare. 
y yt. ( Eagerly.) The ſame you rode e ? 
- . Count. Thar very identical one, that you faw { 
-caper ſo nicely. N 
Et. That with the ſine head ? 

Count, And with that majeſtic mane. 


E. (Obſequiouſly.) Oblige, très oblig. What 


a4 can 1 —_ you 1n, Sir ? 
| | Count, You know the old colleQor Bertram? 
— Bt, He who lives here? oh, yes, I know 


4. 
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him. ' (Looking round.) But talk ſoftly, we are not 
alone. | 
Count. That ſhoemaker, you mean ? Never 


mind him, he is as deaf as a wall. 


Eyt. Nothing in the world is deaf; even walls. 
have ears. But what of the old conſumptive 


Collector? 


Count. He has a pretty daughter, who is no- 
thing leſs than conſumptive. | 

Ezt. A green thing yet. | | 

Count. Green! chow old was your deceaſed 
wife, pray, when you left the mother for the 


ger, and nn the father to give his 


CON 


ent in a hurry 
yt. Huſh! what do you mean by that? 

Count. Dear Eyterborn, we are neighbours' chil- 
dren ; and you know one hears odd things. 

Eyt. Huſh! huſh! ſuch odious things ought 
not to be revived, eſpecially when the world 
has loſt the recollection of them. | | 

Count. We are here by ourſelves. ''The maſk 
is calculated for the maſquerade ;. bat when two 
friends fit down over a bowl of punch, they will. 


take it of. And ſo I think it is with the world. 


When the devil meets his fellow, he pulls off his 
filk glove, and ſhakes him by the bare claw, 
{Shaking hands with him.) 
| | (| Will falls again a ſinging. 
Eyt. You are a wicked rogue; but your bay 
mare makes me overlook your farcaſms. I am 
and will be, an honeſt man for all that. 
Count. To be ſure, I know people credulous 
enough to take their oaths of it; do but manage 


ſo as to inſpire old Bertram with the ſame faith. 


Eyt. He has that. 

Count. And Charlotte 

Eyt. Oh, ſhe takes every one for honeſt. 

Count. So much the better. 3 
yt. Il thank you to be as brief as you can. 

Count, Pll be as laconic as a Spartan. 1 am 
going to be married e 


; Eyt. 
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Eyt. I wiſh you Joy 
ount. Toa lady o 


great fortune. 
Eyt. That's clever. . 


Count. And young—- 


. 


(Laughing.) And I think upon my honour, it is fa 


Ey. Excellent! 


Count, And as ugly as the devil. 
Eyt. Indeed 


Count, Now, I ſhould wiſh at leaft to ſee her 
ugly la 


dythip waited on by a handſome maid. - 
Eyt. Very natural. | 
Count, Old Bertram is a poor devil. 


Eyt, He is, truly. 


Count. He'll be glad to pers place for his daughter. 


Et. May be. But 


e is very capricious, very 


proud, and very partial to virtue: 


Count. Well; you muſt tell him, that my intend- 
ed is likewiſe a very religious and virtuous lady. 


Di. He moſt certainly is in diſtreſs. He has 
incurred ſome debts, — we ought to avail our- 
ſelves of that circumſtance. 

Count, Well ſaid. You meanwhile may fully 
diſpoſe of my purſe. And if you ſucceed, there 
will be fifty 33 for yourſelf. 

Eyt. Onlydon't talk of ir. All muſt be kept ſecret 
mind decorum you wouldn't believe all a man 
may do, provided he contrives matters properly. 

Count, Very right, my dear Mentor. Iam your 


Telemachus to the utmoſt extent of the meauing. 


Fill. (Rifing to the Count.) You have got a hole 
in your ſhoe ; ſhall I mend it ? 


Count. Fool II have cut it out myſelf, the 


cons hurt me. | 


Will. Cut it out himfelf? ay, that's the way. 
(Apart.) When your conſcience is fome what too 
narrow, and bad deeds begin to torture the ſoul, 
cut a hole in it, and it will do. 


Count. I now leave you to your operations. 


Let me embrace you my dear friend. 


Ext. Serviteur. Our friendſhip is rather young. 
Count. When an honeſt couple want each 


6 other's 


— — — 


— 
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other's good ſervices, friendſhip proceeds with 
the ſleps of a giant. [ Exit, 
SCENE VII. 

Eyt. A ſhrewd fellow! I muſt proceed pru- 
dently with him; | muſt cover my retreat. 
Young people. will brag of their ſucceſs, when 
they have attained their aim. They'll ſteal fruit 


im a ftranger's orchard, and hiſs the gardener into 


the bargain—That might hurt my reputation 
Thank God, my honeſty is fo well eſtabliſhed, 
that people would ſwear to it, though they 
caught me in a burglary. Ha! ha! he! The 
people will believe any thing, repeat-any thing, if 
vou have but patience to tell it a million times. 
am an honeſt man—T have been telling them 
theſe twenty years; aud behold, every child in 
the ſtreet will call out as I go along, There is an 
honeſt man. (1 o:king at William.) Curſe that 
fellow, for. his bawling. 
SCENE VIII. 
Parr.1e, BrRTRAM, CARLO TT Failing. 

Phil. Let me fit down here, child; here it is 
warm and pleaſant. 

Eyt. Serviteur, Collector. 

Phil. Welcome, good Eyterborn: I have not 
ſeen you theſe many weeks. 

Eyt. A journey on buſineſs —Has any thing 
happened Face ? . 

Phil. A great deal, a monſtrous great deal; the 
moſt important thing in the world: I am well 
again, | 

Zyt. I give vou Joy: | | 

Phil. I thank vou, thank you, Yes, yes, God 
Almighty has granted me again a little breath. I 
have often requeſted my daughter to ſing me that 
pretty ſong of Claudius, 


Oh 1 do but grant a breath of air; 
Thou haſt ſuch ſtores of it, 


Eyt. The genial ſpring will further contribute to 
your recovery. You takea walk to your garden— 
Phil. Don't mention that garden. I with it had 

| Deen 
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been ſwallowed up in an earthquake, rather than 
it ſhould have ſet two brothers by the ears theſe 
fifteen years. 

Eyt. It is the firſt time I hear you ſay ſo. 

Phil. Alas! I muſt fall ill to have a ſound r 

Eyt. He that has the pureſt right on his ſide, 
like you 

Phil. Oh! dear friend; when a man has been 
ſo near, as I have now been, the bar of that court, 
where no one is right, and where Mercy connives 
at tranſgreſſion, he had rather not be over-poſi- 
tive. For that very reaſon I have requeſted my 
good friend Doctor Blum —and he has taken the 
charge upon himſelf—to have this unbrotherly 
quarrel ſettled before the court of conſcience. . 

Eyt. (Startled.) Before the court of conſcience ? 


re you in earneſt ?* 

Phil. I have been reſolved on it eight days. 

Eyt. And you told me nothing about it ? 

Phil. You were abſent. | 

Eyt. Bur, good heavens! what are the laws 
for, if conſcience is to decide? 

Phil. We have laws to torment one another, 
and a conſcience to make up for thoſe torments. 

Eyt. But ſuppoſe your brother won't liften 4o - 
any propoſals ? 

Phil. Then I'll make him a preſent of the gar- 
den; for I want reſt, and am too r to conti- 
nue the ſuit, As ſoon as I can again follow my 
buſineſs; and get a few dollars, PII apply them to- 
the education of my daughter ſhe wants it, and 
is unprovided for. | 

Charl. You have taught me to pray and work; 
what do I want more? | 

Phil. Now-a days, much more. The young, 
gentlemen care little about your prayers, and 
will aſk, if you can dance. 

Charl. What are the young gentlemen to me? 
Te court of conſcience Was inſtituted by the Emprels 


Catharine ; it has fince been, annihilated, This inſtitution had 
eruſhed many a lawſuit in its very birth. Note of the Author. 


B 3. | Phil. 
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Phil. You would, in our days, not even do far 


a lady's maid in a faſhionable family ; for RY 
. [ 


would not inquire into your prayers. Miſs, wi 
they ſay, can you make a cap? can you waſh 
lace? and ſuch things. 


Charl. I can ſew, knit; cook, bake— 


Phil. And love your father, and that is all A. 
great deal for me, but. for a grand Indy a mere 


tr.fle, child. 


H.. But know a young lady of fortune, thut 
is going to be married, and. is richer in virtue 
than in gold. She wants a: modeſt young woman 


about her. I am your friend, and an, honeſt man. 
If I can procure that place for Mifs, you may— 


ae (clinging round her father.) Here is my 
ace. | 


Phil. Fthank you, good Eyterborn. More of 


that another time, 
Obarl. No; vou will not diſcard me. 


Plil. Diſcard thee; child? No; I am anxious 


for thy happineſs. _ 
Carl. I hive been unhappy only once in my 


life It was when you were ſo ill. 
Phil. But ſuturitv— 


Cb. My father will never aſk me, if I can 


waſh lace. 
SCENE IX. 
Dr. BLum. | 
Bium. Obo! Jam glad to ſee you. for the firft 


time in the open air. 


Fhil. Welcome, Doctor. Come, let's ſhake hands. 


Carl. (Very friendly.) Good morrow, dear Doctor. 
Phil, How happy muſt a phyfician feel, that 


re ſtores the. father of a family ro health, and the 


ſupporter of a helpleſs orphan ! ; 
Plum, If his a.t were always as ſure as his 
good intentions. 


Phil. It is not leſs pleaſing to belong to a claſs. 


of men, upon whom every ſtranger has a right 
to call for advice and affiflance. When .I 


coughed, ſpit. blood, and was going full f. _ 1 


r 
4 
[ 
1 
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the open grave—l was a ftranger to you—you 
came to me by day and by night, in ſtorm and 
rain; and though you could not always relieve 
me, your friendly good-natured look . would 
comfort my child, and inſpire me with confi- 
dence. I did not know you; I am a poor man; 
a ſenſe of humanity brought you to my couch. 
Oh, bleſſed be the profeſſion, whoſe ſole motive 
is the love of mankind! 

Blum. Have you my permiſſion to talk ſo much? 

Phil. The effulions. ol an overflowing heart are 
not to be calculated by the ſtrength of the lungs. 
I this day keep the anniverſary of my fifty-third 
year; and I have to thank you for it. This 
good girl is not yet fatherleſs, and. I have to 
thank you for it. | 

Blum. | rauft indeed, my good man, in the 

uality of a phyſician, prohibir-you to exert your- 
{if ſo much. It is an attribute of great ſouls to 
carry their gratitude too far. I have done my duty; - 
would.roGod my recompence were always — 2 
This viſit, is the viſit ot a friend ; you have no 
farther occaſion for the phyſician. When we were 
laſt night talking of your. birth-day, I hoped to 
ſurpriſe you this morning with the agreeable 
intelligence of the adjuſtment of your lawſuit. 

Plil, What a precious preſent it would have 
been ! 

Blum. I have not yet given up all. hopes. The 
judge of our court of conſcience is the nobleſt foul 
| ney kneiv ; perhaps the only man in the world 
who loves virtue for her own fake : he alternately 
acts the part of a judge, of a father, of a brother, 
Conviction flows from his lips, and the milk of 
human nature guſhes forth from his heart. Do his 
generous exertions miſs their aim—his-nighrs are 
deſtitute of ſleep; but has he ſucceeded in bringing 
about harmony and peace—he certainly lies down 
more content than thoſe to whom. he gave them. 

Phil.. Heavens bleſs him! 
Blum. You may perhaps this very day receive 
| a teſtimony 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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a teſtimony of his unrelenting exertions in doing 
good. | 


Eyt. You are very expeditious, Doctor. 

Blum, There can't be too much diſpatch in 
doing good, a 

Eyt. There may be too 1 diſpatch in that 
too. The Collector was juſt on the very road of 
obtaining a verdict in his favour ; cofts and all. 
Blum. Coſts and all! And are the fifteen years 
loſt to fraternal affection and tranquillity com- 
priſed among the charges? ; 

Eyt. (With a fneer.) One plainly perceives that 
the Doctor is a novel-writer. 


Blum. What harm is there in that? Men are 


often ſo bed in real life, that one finds true de- 
light in conjefing better things from the regions 
of fancy. It is rather odd, that ſome ſhallow 


Heads ſhould, with an air of diſdain, look down 
on a novel writer, and ſtrive to perfuade the 
' world that he is fit for nothing elfe. 


S 


yt. There may be a 7 reaſon for it: the 
ten neglected for theſe 


more ſolid ſeiences are o 


trifling purſaits. 


Blum. We well know what the gentlemen of 
the bar call ſolid ſcience: barbarous conſtructions 


and phraſes, which nobody underſtands. 


tions? 


Blum. Alas! no, Sir: and I give you leave 
to turn our quackiſh cant as much into ridicule - 


as you pleaſe, 


yr. You are caught, Doctor. Every profeſ- 
ſion has, and by rights ought to have, its quack- 
ery, to command reſpect. You have your recipe, 


and F have my claujula rati, grati, et inde unifi- 
vations, Serviteur. Exit. 


Blum. He ſeems difpleaſed at your inclination 


% make up matters. 2 n 
Phil: Soldiers and la wyers never pray for peace. 


Blum. That court of conſcience is a thorn in 


his ſide. 


Eyt. And do people underſtand your preſerip- 
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Phil. His intentions are good. TIC. 

Blum. At leaſt all the town ſays ſo. For all 
thatzthere are people fortunate enough to be deem- 
ed honeſt, without being able to account for it. 

Phil. Bad enough, that the fame of honeſty 
ſhould, as many other things, depend upon the 
caprice of fortune, and be the-ſport of chance. 

Ann. [ Entering.) Breakfaſt is ready. 

Phil. Directly ; coming directly. The 4% 
air has given me- appetite. Won't you be a 
witneſs to it, Doctor? | 

Blum. L have a patient in the-neighbourhood. 

Phil. Then Vil. not detain you a minute, 1 
know with what anxiety a patient waits for the 
appearance of the doctor: Farewell, till we meet 
again. [He enters the houſe, ſupported. by Ann. 


SCENE X. 

Charl. (Approaching with diffidence.) What will 
you think of me, dear Doctor, that I was fo filent 
when my father thanked you ſo much? But 
God knows how it happens ; every time any 
body does me ſome great ſervice, .my tears will 
flow much faſter than my words, : 

Blum. Tears are the interpreters of the heart. 

Charl. T could have wept with pleaſure, but I 
durft not in that lawyer's preſence. £ 

Blum. And durſt you before me, good child? 

Charl. Before you? Oh, yes! In that dreadful 
night, when my father loſt ſo much blood. 1 
faw tears run down your own cheeks. 

Blum, I was wrong then. The heart of a 

hyſician ſhould be in full ſteel and armour 
like the body of a tortoiſe, | 

Charl. God forbid! They could not then feel 
any ſatisfaction when they have reſtored happi- 
neſs to a diſtreſſed family. Oh! it muſt be a 
charming thing to help men in the moſt deſ- 
perate cafes. (With great wivacity,) Had I been 
a boy, I might have learnt to write preſerip- 

tions 


— õ — _ 
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tions—might myſelf have cared my father. 


How ufeful, how happy would I have been ! 


Blum, I muſt bear you reftimony, that your 
kind nurfing has done him more good than my 
medicines.” | 

Charl. (Delighted.) Indeed! Are you in earneſt? 

Blum. In full earneſt. 

Charl. (Barſting out in tears of joy.) Oh, Sir! 
you don't know what inexpreſlible joy theſe 
words of yours give me. My father will now 
live ro be an old man, won't he ? 

Blum. If he be careful; not exert himſelf too 


much — not indulge his pafhons. 


Charl. That is my care. I will watch him, I 


will keep him from every thing that might 


prove dangerous to his health. 
Blum. But will you always be about him? 
Charl, Always? Yes; always. 
Blum, But, if different duties ſhould call you? 
Charl. Different ones? More ſacred ones never. 
Blum. The duties of a wife —of a mother? 
Charl. No; I will never marry. 
Blum. Never marry ? 
Charl. No; if I muſt leave my father. 
Blum. Bat you would then give him a fon. 
Charl, And the fon would rob him of his 
daughter. | 


Blum. But 1 there was a man, WhO could 


procure your father a tranquil old age, free from 
care; a man, who, far from robbing him of the 
tender ſolicirude of his danghrer, would. fling 
the tie of love and homely ſelicity round three 
good fouls; who would live 0 your roof, 
increaſe your joys, and ſhare your ſorrows? 

Cbharl. Aye, if there were ſuch a one. 

Blum. Could you love that man ? 

Charl. How could I do otherwiſe ? 

Blum. And if your father requefled you to 
give that man your hand and heart | 

Cbarl. With pleaſure! Bur that would be all 
L.could give him; for we are poor. 
Blum. 
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child: I loſe myſelf. when I am with you. Re- 
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Blum. Oh ! you don't know how rich you are 
-Charl. If honeſty counts for riches. L 
Blum. Oh, yes} there are ſtill men in this bad 
word ho know the value of honeſty ; juſt as, 
in a deſert, a man knows to value a piece of 
bread, which in our ſumptuous palaces no lap- 
Farewell, good 


member our converſation. A time may ſoon 


come, when Fll remind you of it. [ Zxit. 


SCENE XI. 
"CnanLoTTE, WILLIAM. 
Char. (Sunk in deep thought.) What did he 


mean by that? Remember our converſationl (Mer 


a page, with a deep figh.) Oh! I think I could never 
have forgot it. [ 4dvancing flowly towards the howſe. 

Will. (Riſes.) Dear Miſs! 

| Charl. (Friexadly.) Well, William! 

Will. I hope you will not take it amiſs— 
Charl, No, William. 

Fill. J have juſt finiſhed a pair of ſhoes 
Charl. $0 I ſee. | 
Will. As this is your father's birth-day, and as 

Jour fondueſs for kim is ſuch as to extract tears 
rom my eyes, whil{t I was witneſſing it on yon 


. tool, I would venture but pray don't be angry 


with me— | | | 

Charl. How can I be angry? Your intentions 
are ſo pure. 

Will. (Laying his hand on his heart, and his eyes 
lifted up towards heaven.) Yes, yes indeed, my 
intentions are pure. . 

Charl. Well then, ſpeak freely. 

Will. I wiſh—you would—take theſe paltry 
pair of ſhoes as a preſenr from me. 

Charl. I thank you, good William ; and will 
occaſionally return your kindneſs. 

Will. No; that you muſt not. Oh! I am ſo 
glad you do not def; iſe my ſhoes. 


Carl. Fie! a preſent given with a good heart— 


who could deſpiſe it? Will. 


— 2K —„—¼ — —„ 2 — 
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Will. Do you ſay ſo, good Miſs? Well then, 
you have paid for the ſhoes over and over. The 
money of that great gentleman—oh, I have ſeen 


all !—you have rejected; and you take a pair of 


ſhoes of poor: William! I know why—Poor Wil- 
liam's intentions are pure and honeſt. That 
Count, or whatever he may be—be aware of him; 
the lawyer 1s his 3 


ple of faſhion can talk with that indifference.z 
and yet they looked at one another without a 
bluſh. I will not repeat them, it wouldn't be- 
come me. But beware of the Phariſees! 
Char. I thank you, honeſt William. Now I 
take your preſent with ſtill greater pleaſure; and 
when bad people ſhall ever attempt to entrap me 
with alluring language, I'll look down upon your 
ſhoes, and think of your warning. 


— 


FEnters the houſe. 
SCENE XII. | 

Will. (Wiping a tear from his eyes.) That is a 
young lady, 1 good, ſo condeſcending— Ob, 
could the houſe but burn down over her head, 
that I might precipitate myſelf into the flames 
and reſcue her! Here ſhe ſtood ; Honeſt William, 
ſhe ſaid. Mind that, William; if thou be not 


honeſt now to thy very laſt breath, thou oughreſt 


to go bare-toot to hell. [The curtain drops. 
| | — 2 
| ACT H. | 
A Room in Frankx Ber TRAM's Houſe. 
SCENE l. 


Facx BoLren, fitting at a T able, on which there is 
Wine and ſomewhat for Nuncheon. | 
IFTY-THREE years, old! Long live — 
(drinks) how long ?—all one, provided he 
outlive me. Lay his ſword and Tcabbard croſs- 
ways on his coffin; lead his horſe in mourning 
: 5 trappings 


* — 


ice. Oa this very ſpot 
they have talked of things, of which only peo- 


* 


rrappings behind his corpſe—no, do that whe 
WII. | / 


SCENE n. 
Enter Mrs. Gzitt. a 
Mr. Grim. Good God! at the bottle again? 
Jack. Ves, Mrs. Grim; I am drinking to the 
health of my brave maſter. | | 
Mrs. Grim, Curſe that drinking to people's 

health,; it is the very thing that makes them 
ill. Whoever drinks every body's health drinks 
His own away. 7 ; 

Jact. I drink only two, the king's and my 
maſter's. 1 | 

Mrs. Grim. king's! © triotic u 
my word. The old Collector, Git maſter's . 
ther, very likely had got himſelf into a con- 
ſumption by drinking the king's health. 

Fack. (In a paſſion:) What! "(Containing bim- 
elf.) I'll tell you what, Mrs. Grim; you are ill 
informed. ll tell you to a hair what has occa- 
ſioned his r TE | 

Mrs. Grim. Well. : ; 

Fack. He once had an ill-natured houſekeeper, 
who. during the day kept ſcolding his ſervants, 

and at night regaled him with hymns. a 

Mrs. Grim. For the good of his foul, likely. 

Jact. A true Xantippe, that would give him 
his wine by drops, and hide bottles full of 
Danzig cherry-water under her bed. 

» Mrs. Grim. Indeed! | ; 

Fack. In ſhort, a Nantippe; who—your 
health, Mrs. Grim. Brr! that went down my' 
throat like fuſed lead. | | 

Mrs, Grim. What ſtuff do you drink there 
* is 11 = 1 | 15 . e 

ack, Will you taſte it? (Filling a glaſs.) 

Mrs. Grim. Lees fee, (Empties 1 400 at one. 
breat/,) Hem! that taſtes ſomewhat like—pray 
fill again. (Feck fills, and foe drinks as before.) 
No, that's good for nothing. * | 

9 Jack, 


> 
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Jack. May be; but then it coſts no more than 
twelve kreuzers : twelve kreuzers honeſtly got. 

Mrs. Grim. Come to-night to my little room, 
there Pll give you ſomething nice. 

Fact. Thank you, Madam: I want no ſleep- 
ing draught to lull my conſcience to-reft. 

Mrs. Grim. You are, and always will be, a 
grumbler; a queer fiſh: there is no dealing 
wirh you. | 

Fack, I am too old to alter my habits. | 

Mrs. Grim. You might procure yourſelf good 
old days. | 2 

Fack, Well! an't I enjoying myſelf? 


Mrs. Grim. With that ſloe-juice !-—ha! ha! ha! 


Zack. Sour wine will ſweeten as it paſſes through 
an honeſt throat, Mrs, Grim. | 

Mrs. Grim. Ay, ay, you talk a good deal of 
honefty ; but you never go to church, and never 
ſing a hymn. as 

Fack. And I never rob my. maſter, nor ſpeak 
ſcandal of my neighbour. 


Mrs. Grim. You might at leaſt attend; at my 


prayers in the evening. | 

Fack. And help you to count your money. 

Mrs. Grim. And not always tell tales to your 
maſter— 1 

Zack. But ſhut my eyes. | 

Mrs. Grim. You. are a droll man. What do 
we ſerve for? Maſter has. no children. | 

Jack, Maſter has a brother and a niece. 

Mrs. Grim. He has indeed: bad people! that 
will vex and plague him on purpoſe: and to 
them he,is to CON all that fine fortune. 

Jack. .(Archly ſignificant.) As to that—if Hea- 
ven grants him long life, there won't be much 
left to bequeath. _ 5 5 

Mr. Grim. How lopg can the old grumbler live 
vet? he is going very faſt, that's plain enough. 

Jack. (Earneſily.) Think you ſo? F 

Mrs, Grim. His faculties decay apace. 

of ack. (Terrified.) Do they? 


- 


Mr. 
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Mrs. Grim. Vet a couple of months— 
Zack, What? | | 


Mrs Grim. Suppoſe we grant him till October; 
till the next fall of the leaves? = 


Jack. What, ſo ſoon? (Aﬀefed.) Oh, no! : 


C Dee. No! (Stamping with his foot.) No! 
no 


Mrs. Grim. You may ſay a hundred times over, 
No! when death. ſays, Yes ! he is likely to have 
the laſt word. But there is the 8 
had maſter taken my miraculous eſſence of Hall 

Jack. When the leaves fall off the trees! has 
the doctor ſaid ſo? | 

Mrs. Grim. What doctor? I underſtand thoſe 
matters full as well as that green doctor. Mafter 
has the gout ; that will fix in his ſtomach, and. 
gone he is. | 

Jack. Well, I wiſh you may bite the duſt 
before the cherries are ripe. Exit. 


SCENE III. 


_ Mrs. Grim ; foon afierwards EyTERBORN. 


Mrs. Grim. Diſagreeable fellow ! I muſt ſpare 
him; he has ingratiated himſelf with my maſ- 


ter. I have driven twenty ſervants out of the 


houſe with a ſingle word; but of that con- 
founded grumbler I cannot rid myſelf. 
yt. (Stepping forward very 72 ) Good mor- 
row, my revered friend. 
Mrs. Grim. (Yery friendly.) God bleſs you, 
dear Mr. Eyterborn. What brings you ſo early? 
Eyt. Early, indeed; and yet too late. 
Mrs. Grim. What's the meaning of that? 
Eyt. There are ſerious things going forward. 
Mrs. Grim. Serious things! 7 | 
Ey. The old man will come to an agreement 
Mrs. Grim. ( Frightened.) With his brother? 
Eyt: The fait Tis been carried before the 
court of conſcience. . 
Mrs. Grim. Impoſſi ble 
| C2 2 


S 
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Eyt. J have juſt left the court; both the bro- 


thers have ſigned full powers, g 
Mrs. Grim. To whom ? 
Et. To Dr. Blum. 


Mrs. Grim. To that fop ? without, mentioning 


a ſingle ſyllable of me! without taking your 


advice! 


Ext. Gently, gently, Mrs. Grim; paſſion will 


Tpoil all. | ; 
Mrs. Grim. What muſt we do then? 


Eyt, Countetmine ; create ſuſpicion againſt: 


the intruding pacificator ; work up the minds of 
the parties. 1 0 

Mrs. Grim. And if that don't take? 

Eyt. If that fail--wal, then they will compro- 
miſe matters; proceed to a reconeiliation; then 
an affecting ſcene will take place; the two old 


fools will ſhed hot tears; the young niece will 


flatter and careſs the old uncle, and lay hold 
ef his ſucceſſion. | 


Mrs. Grim. Lay hold of the fucceflion | wrench- 


it out of my hands | 
Eyt. Ves, yes, Mrs. Grim. That is the re- 


ward of all the trouble you have been at theſe 


maay years; all your cares and anxiety 


ve 
ſerved to no other Harpols than to ſcrape = 


ther a rich dowry for that fooliſh girl. 

Mrs. Grim. Hold, Sir! Tam going to faint away. 

Eye. 1 would faint away three times if I could 
but help it. a 

Mrs, Grim. In fact, fweet friend of my ſoul, 
you are, after all, the greateſt loſer of the two. I 
never had any thing in view but your dear perſon, 

Eyt. Serviteur. 

Mrs. Grim. When T was ſaving night and day, 
and now and then cabbaged a penny, I qc it 
only that I might not make a tender of-an 
empty hand to my future conſort. 

51. Obligé. | EE 

Mrs. Grim. My fortune, indeed, is but ſcanty. 
What is a couple of thouſand dollars? All my 
hopes were fixed on that ſucceſſion, De. 
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Eyt. If it were but ſigned only. 

Mrs. Grim, Well, God's will be done! I am 
confident that my future dear huſband has not 
choſen me for the gain of temporary treaſures, 

Eyt. But, Mrs. Grim, whilſt we live in this 
temporary world, we ſhall ſtand in need of theſe 
tomporary treaſures. - | | 
: rs. Grim, Induſtry, economy, (afe#edly) and 
love | 

Eyt. Serviteur. | 

Mrs. Grim. You are an honeſt man. | 

"Eyt. (His hand on his breaſt.) ThatI am; and 
you are a religious woman. | 

Mrs. Grim. That I am. Then we will not de- 
ſpond ; but ſet to work like good Chriſtians, and 
bring confuſion and ſhame on our enemies. Bat 
ſhould the wicked triumph, we ſhall always have 
a hut, wherein we may dwell in love and har- 
mony. Shan't we, my dear Mr. Eyterborn ? 

Eyt. Alas! thoſe huts, thoſe huts appear 
Tweet only in paſtorab poems. I could like a nice 
bequeſt better than all the huts throughout the 


Roman empire. 7 
SCENE VI. 


Frank BERTRAM enters on @ Crutch. 

Franh. Good morrow, children; good morrow. 
I have ſlept curſedly late this morning. I may 
thank the late viſit of laſt night for it. 

Eyt. Had you many gueſts laſt night, my patron? 

Frank. Only one gueſt; only one, Sir; and 
may the devil 2 One is full enough. 
The gout, friend! the gour! (Sitting down.) Sit 

down, if you pleaſe: ſtand, if you won't fit. 
With me things are gone ſo far, that I might 
as well be nailed to my chair. 

Eyt. It is a diflemper which only raps at the 
door of the rich. # {0g 

Frank. Rap at the door, Sir ! It breaks in by 
1 | | 

rs. Grim, Had you taken my wonderful eſ- 

fence of Hall St TI 
"2" Cc 3 Frank. 


30 THE RECONCILIATION: 


Frank. (In a paſſion.) I'll tell you what, Mrs. 
Grim; keep your wonderful eſſences for your- 
felf : none of them for me, I can't for my life 
bear the idea of your wonders. The other day 
a famous baſs ſinger was advertifed : but I would. 
not go to his performance, only becauſe his name 
was Wonder. | Bn 

Mrs. Grim. You did right, Sir; that fellow 
fung nothing but profane ſongs, airs ot the opera, 
and ſuch worldly profligacy. 

Frank. Pray 4 did you talk of when I came 
in ? let me hear, pray. 
yt. We were talking 

Mrs. Grim. We lamented— 

t. We wondered—. 

Mrs, Grim. And were vexed—. 

Frank. What? at what? 

Et. That it is ſo eaſy for bad people to over- 
reach the good. 

Frank. Nothing elſe ? The old ſong. 

Eyt. I hear, Captain, you have given full; 

wers to Dr. Blum. - ; 

Frank. Yes, ſo I have. 

Mrs. Grim. You will compromiſe matters with 
your brother ? | 

Frank. Ves, I will. 
Eyt. Very odd, after fifteen years. 


Frank. I ought to have done it fifteen years 


ago, ſure enough. 


Eyt. juſt at the time when your cauſe has 


taken fo favourable a turn 

F rank. That's the. very thivg it always turns, 
and never goes forward. | 
yt. The point of incidence concerning the fe- 
rum privilegiatum was to be decided this very week. 

Frank, And what was I to gain by that ? 

Eyt. The certain knowledge of the court that 
is to decide in the affair. 
Fran. Indeed ] and then we were to have it all 
over again Thus have I in fifteen years ſo far ſac- 


as to know where I muſt bring the 1 | 
Jt . 


Bas . 


A cor JK 
5 4 That is not my fault; I am an honeſt man. 
7 80 _— 


ank, I know chat. 
Et. The chicanery of your brother—=. +» 
Frank. For that very reaſon. He ſeemed to be 
diſpoſed to lodge me under hatches. But I have 
now chaſed him from rhe ocean of Chicane to 
Court of Conſcience harbour, and there Pl 
block him up. He ſhan't eſcape, I warrant ye. 
Eyt. I dare ſay hell be glad to get off fo well. 
Frank. What do you call well? Think you the 
court of conſcience will adjudge him the garden? 
Eyt. (Shrugging up bis ſhoulders.) Who knows? 
Frank. And if ſo, the whole traſh is nor worth. 
above three hundred dollars, and the ſuit coſt 
me as many. thonſ{ands. 
Mrs. Grim. What vexes me is, that this wicked 
man ſhould be rig ht at laſt. 
Frank, Be right? No. ſuch rhing, Mrs. Grim. 
He may -get the garden, but not with right. 
Mrs. Grim. Your paternal poſſeſſion. 
Frank. Ay, that it was. | 
Eyt. Whilſt you were encountering a thoufand 
dangers on the high ſeas— 
Mrs. Grim. He ſnatches away the garden as 
Jacob did the rights of his firft-born brother. 
| Frank. Ay, ſo he did, the ſcoundrel. 
Mrs. Grim. And now he is beſides to be your heir. 
Frank. My heir! who ſays ſo ? 
Mrs. Grim. If you compromi 
Frank. What then? 
Mrs. Grim. You will then certainly come to a 
formal reconciliation. 
Frank Never. | ; 
Mrs. Grim. There will then be great joy in 
this houſe. | 
Eyt. Well, Mrs. Grim, no harm done. We 
ſhall at leaſt have a good dinner for all our 
trouble. 9 
Mrs. Grim. I won't touch a ſau , I war=- 
rant ye. Young Miſs may go dreſs 
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Eyt. She will do that with pleaſure. She 
rejoices already in the idea of managing the pro- 
perty of her dear uncle. | 

Frank, Avaſt there! Don't put me in a paſſion. 
What's all this fooliſh talk? a 

Eyt. Miſs Bertram will know how to infinuate- 
herſelf. She will turn the cloak to the wind. She 
had ſcarcely been apprized of an agreement 
being ſet on foot, but ſhe immediately broke 
off all her little intrigues ; becauſe ſhe __ 
dear uncle might take them amiſs, and leſſen 
her dowry. 

Frank, What! has the girl an intrigue ? | 

Eyt. T wouldn't take upon me to ſay ſo. I amr 
an honeſt man, you know; and had rather ſay 
any thing that is good of my neighbour. There 
is a Count Sonnenſtern, a nice young nobleman ; 
he makes himſelf at home at the Collector's, 
frequently takes a walk with Miſs— | 

Mrs. Grim. Takes a walk? Good Heaven! 

Ert. And in the evening will fit at the ſtreet- 
door with her : 

Mrs. Grim. In the evening ! Oh ſhame! _ 

Frank. Thunder and lightning! the impudent. 
huſly. 

Eyt. How would it have been poſſible for 
your brother to keep up ſo expenſive a law-ſuit, 
if he had not thought of all theſe little means 
to procure caſh ? 

Frank. Little means; a plague on ſuch little 
means! | 


Eyt. May be the Doctor has alſo ſome incli- 


nation for the girl; but he will not take her 


without money: hence he is ſo anxious to bring 
about a reconciliation. 

Frank. Avaſt there, Sir! leave the Doctor 
alone. Thar man is as true as rhe needle of a 
compaſs ; he always points to the pole of virtue. 

Ert. May be I am wrong. As an honeſt man, 
and your attorney, Lam obliged to tell you my 
opinion. —— 


Frank, 


| hs» 
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. © Frank. Thank ye, thank ye. I'll occaſionally 

make uſe of your advice. It is not at all for the 

fake of my brother that I wiſh for an agree- 

ment; I only want to be quiet. Fifteen years 
ago I'd have preferred to be ſet aſhore on an un- 

inhabited iſland, to giving up an hair's breadtk- 
of my right. But now I am getting old ; L am 

ſickly ; ſhould! wiſh to die in peace, and not to- 
have my laſt days embittered by a law- ſuit. 

Eyt. Very laudable. 

Mrs. Grim: And chriſtian-like! 

Frank. But if my brother has a mind to angle 
in muddy water, and if he and his pretty Miſs 
aim at my ſucceſſion; they have made their 
reckoning without cheir hoff. | 

Zyt. That's talking like a man now. 

Mrs. Grim. And juſtly too. 

Zyt. If the Ca ſhould think of a will 
. Mrs. Grim. (in a whining tone.) Oh! don't 
talk of wills; it will break my heart. 

Dt. Well, well, Mrs. Grim; a man don't 
die a minute the ſooner for that. The Captain 
loves order. . 

Frank. Very right; Ill think of it. 

yt. Some Chriftian foundation 

Frank. No ſuch thing, Sir. Avaſt! that won't do. 

Eyt. Or ſome reward for honeſt ſervices. 

Frank. Ay, there is ſenſe in thar. 

Mrs. Grim. Oh dear! who would not do any 
thing for fo good a maſter, even without a reward 
in this world? Heaven grant him long life! 

Frank. Thank you, Mrs. Grim. I'llnot forget you, 

SCENE V. a 
Enter Dr. Bru, | 

Frank. Welcome, dear Doctor. (Pointing at his. 
Feet.) The enemy holds out bravely yer. 

Blum. We will make peace with him. A 

| Frank. Could we but come to an amneſty 
_ meanwhile. 


Blum, When eaſe and tranquillity have con- 
PE” ** cluded 


* 


34 THE RECONCILIATION : 


eluded peace in the cabinet of the mind, the 
rebellious ſubjects lay down their arms of their 
own accord. ks t 

Dt. There's a phyſician for you, that cures 
people with ſentences. 
Blum. A moſt excellent medicine: it's a pity 
that ſo few bodies are affected by it. 

Eyt. Paci ficators will ſeldom pleaſe both parties. 

Blum. For that reaſon many people prefer to 
create diſſenſions | | 

Mrs. Grim. Much better than to meddle with 
eggs not yet laid. 8 * 

Blum, Particularly if ſnake eggs. 2 

Frank Avaſt! avaſt! I tell you. That looks 
much like an engagement. I begin to ſee your 
drift. The one would have me ſteer to the wind- 
ward, the other to the leeward. Both wiſh me 
well—may think their own courſe to. be the beſt. 
But my veſſel is leaky ; Vil follow him who points 
out a ſecure harbour, and bids me winter there, 
Blum. Well, ſaid; Captain. Keep true to 
theſe fentiments, and the- gout will never get 
the better of you. $50 

Frank. If-it were not for my health, I'd per- 
ſecute that wicked fellow to the very grave. - 

Blum. That did not come from your heart. 

Frank. No, nor thould it. If the heart palli- 
ates a crime, and were it a brorher's crime, the 
heart is an old goſſip. | 

Blum. Your brother is neither profligate nor 
criminal. E | 

Frank. He has theſe fifteen years been dragging 

me from tribunal to tribunal. 

Blum. Who has commenced the action? 

Frank. I have; and why? 1 do not quarrel 
with him for that paltry bit of a garden; but for 


the love of our parents. Brother,” ſaid I to. 


him, „that won't do. The world will think 1 
am an undutiful child; and that our father has 
bequeathed all to thee, becauſe thy brother is a 
goud-for-nothing fellow. Seeſt thou, wes; A 
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Taid I, „that won't do? My honour—my heart 
—my fame is hurt—let's ſhare conſcientiouſly”? 


Bur that he would not ; he builds his claim on a' 
ſurreptitious will; „ He could not,” ſaid he, 
injure his minor infant,” — Woe on the man 


who accumulates unjuſt wealth for his children 
Mrs. Grim. Ves, yes; woe on that man! 
Blum. The accumulation of wealth here ſeems _ 
to be quite out of the queſtion. ' The object, by 
your own account, is too trifling. Say, rather 
your paſſions have interfered; and what 


claſs of men fare better by the paſſions than the 
gentlemen of the law? | „ 


Eyt. Serviteur. 


Blum. Had you calmly ſtated your claims—1 
know your brother—he would have yielded. But 
you would make a noiſe; you flew into a paſſion, 
and ſo did he. The flame roſe high; miſchievous. 
people proceed oil on it, and a fire was lighted, 
which laſted fifteen years, whilſt diſſenſion be- 
tween two brothers gave it fuel. Every raſh ex- 
preſſion that eſcaped you was immediately report- 
ed to your brother; every biting anſwer of his, 
increaſed with additions as it travelled along, was 
imprinted hot on your heart. The moſt unmean- 
ing words from his lips were ſharpened into 
pointed arrows; and every inſignificant ſeaman's 
oath of yours was conſtrued into a blow with a 
ſword. Your friends took your part, whilſt his 
friends did the ſame by him. in fact you were 


both wrong. But there are good friends, that 


will ſanction every thing, and ſay inwardly— 


M hat is it tome? I won't fall out with him about 


it. There were others (looking fignificantly at Eyter- 


born,) who acted the part of a good friend both 
with you and your hrother ; who, under the pre- 


tence of bringing about a reconciliation, rendered 


the affair ſtill more intricate ; who created ſuſpi- 


cion and diftruſt, conjured up phantoms, and led 
you into the labyrinths of the goddeſs of Jurifpru- 
dence, whoſe waxen noſe you may ealily twiſt 


whither 
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whither pom pleaſe, but will never melt in the 
ray of philanthropy. In this manner lawſuits 
ariſe, Caprain ; in this-manner poiſon is mixed 
in the cup of human happineſs; in this manner 
the mortal blow is. given to fraternal love and 


harmony. Oh, Sir! could we deprive lawſuits 
of that fuel which they derive from conceit and 


obſtinacy on one hand, from irreſolution, inſinu- 
ation, and cupidity, on the other, our judges 
would be at little trouble, and we might ſve our 
lawyers ſtarve with hunger. 

Et. Thank yeu for the prognoſtic: 


Mrs. Grim, Whnt a pity the Doctor isn't a 


preacher ! 4 

' Frank, Truth is a good thing in the mouth of 
any man. 

Blum. I bring you the. cheering hope of ſeeing 
your ſuit at an end this very day.. 

Eyt. True. | 

Mrs Grim. Well, that is excellent! 

Frank. My beſt thanks, friend. 

Eyt. Probably cenceſſions will be. made on 
both ſides. 8 | 

Blum, Very probably. 

Eyt. Both by him whe is right, and by him 
who is wrong ? "oy REY: 

Blum. By both; for there never exiſted an 
action yet, in which one of the parties was per- 
fectly right. | = | 

Frank, May be. I wiſh to be rid of it at any 
rate. If it concerned even the gardens of the 
Heſperides, or the famous park of Stowe in 
England, I would 'factifice them for the plea- 
ſure of ſpending my few remaining years quietly 
in the ſhade of the lime- tree that — 
my houſe. 


Blum. I have made no bad uſe of your full 


powers, and I hope you will be ſatisfied with my 


exertions. Oh, with what ecſtaſy I am waiting 


for the moment when I ſhall lead your brother 


to your embraces, and when T ſhall ſee a tear 
* , trickle 
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trickle down along the furrows which diſcord 
has engraven on the fraternal cheek ! 

Frank. Avaſt, Doctor! that won't do. The ü 
ſuit may be compromiſed ; be it fo in the name 
of God. But as to that gentleman, my brother, 
let him keep aloof. 

Blum. If that were the caſe, it would be a good 
action left half way. 

Frank, A wretch, who. is the pander of his 
own daughter 

Blum. What ! who dares to utter this aſperſion ? 

Frank, Young Count Sonrenfſtern—with him ſhe 
is ſo intimate, that all the neighbourhood talks of it, 

Blum. A moſt ſcandalous falſehood, What 
venomous inſet has contaminated the purity of 
that flower? ö 

Frank. All one; I ſha'n't inquire into the me- 
rits of the ſtory. Suffice it that I hate her father, 
and he hates me. 

Blum. He hate you ! he does not indeed | Had 

you this very morning been a witneſs to the feel- 
2 with which he received his daughter's con- 
gratulations on the occaſton of his birthday—to 
thoſe feelings with which he dwelt on the recol- 
lection that yon were twins, and that confequent- 
1y this was alſo your birthday — Tt. 

Frank. Did he ſo? 

- Eye. Your birthday? 

| Mrs. Grim. Good heavens ! and no one has 
thought of it! 

Frank, All one. 

Blum. Your brother has nein of it. Wich 
rapture he ſpoke of thoſe y times, when on 
this day there was a family al kept in homely 
conco 

Frank, Ay, ay; thoſe were happy times 
_and did he freak of them ? 

Blum. Your mother, he ſaid, uſed to be ſo hap- 
py then. 


* rank, Ves, ſho uſed to by very happy on that 
Y. 
D | B. um. 
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Blum. She then uſed to take you both in her 
arms, and exhort you to 3 | | 

Frank, Ves, the did fo. | 

Blum, During the laſt year of her life, ſhe ſaid, 
When Iam gone, long gone, remember me on this 
day, and let me revive in your mutual affection. 

Frank. (Highly affected.) Ves, ſhe ſaid ſo. 

Blum Then you embraced- each other, and 
whilſt a mother's tear dropped on your cheeks, 
you vowed one another eternal love. Your bro- 
ther's ſobs ſtopped his voice. 

Frank ( D:/pleaſed at his weakneſs) Nor can I 
hear you talk of it without ſhedding tears. 

yt. (Making a fignal to Mrs. Grim.) Pleaſe 
Captain, to accept of the hearty congratulation 
of an honeſt man. 

Frank. Thank ye, thank ye. | 

Mrs. Grim, (Solemnly.) yug Heaven pour pro- 
22 health, and happineſs, on the remoteſt 

$— _ 

Frank, Avaſt! full enough, 
MM.. Grim, Good God! the: Captain's birth- 
day cannot, muſt not be kept ſo privately. 
Frank. Ves, privately ; I like that beſt. 
= Blum. "The hours of contentment. flow filently 

ong. SH | 

2 Grim. But we muſt have an almond cake. 

Frank. No occaſion for it. 
Mes. Grim. Ah, but I won't be deprived of that 
ſatisfaction. 

Frank, Be.it fo then, if that can make you 
happy. 

Mrs. Grim. (To the Doctor.) The almond. cake 
won't hurt the Captain, I hope? 
Blum, Nothing will hurt, that is taken with 
an eaſy mind. l 

Mrs. Grim. Your ſervant. Now, no livin 
Foul ſhall make me ſtir from the kitchen till din- 
ner-time ; and whilft I am baking the cake Pll 
ſing a hymn to the praiſe of the Lord. Then eve- 


ry 


1 


| - 
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ty thing proſpers. (Secretly to Eyterborn.) At 
our o'clock I. expect you in my little room. 
Eyt. (Looking at his watch.) 1 am called ro my 
occupations. Should the agreement fail, and Cap- 
tain Bertram want the ſervice of an honeſt man 
Frank, The honeſt man will be welcome at 
any time, even without his ſervices. 
Ezt. Serviteur. 2 [Exit. 


SCENE. VI. 
FRANK Bert NAM, Doctor BLUM. 


Frank, That Mrs. Grim is however a good ſoul. 
— looks like a monkey, but ſhe has a good 
eart. 3 | 
Bum. If the countenance were the mirror of 
the ſoul, as ſome people will have it— 
Frank.* Nonſenſe. The ſoul is reflected only in 
a man's actions, and not in his countenance. I 
have known many an honeft man with the ſace of 
a ſatyr, and many a rogue as handſome as an Ado= 
nis. There is Mrs. Grim; what pains that poor 
woman takes, and for what? No reſt either b 
day or by night! A continual plague ! Conti- 
nually haraſſed with the cares of the houſe! _ 
Blum. I could wiſh her manners were ſome- 
what more obliging. , 3 
Frank. Trae, Doctor. But there is fo little 
good done in this world, that one ought to be glad 
to take it of any body, be his manners what they 
will. A clear ſpring refreſhes, thoygh it come 
from a rugged rock—and as to manners, what 
are mine, pray? Are they pleaſant ? Iam ſcold- 
ing all day long. bY * 
Blum. A painful diſorder excuſes ill humour. 
Frank. What ! is illneſs an excuſe? and a 
good heart none? No, no, Doctor; leave Mrs. 
Grim alone. God forgive me, if I often ſnarl at 
her like a huſband. | | 
Blum. Smiling.) God forgive you the com- 
pariſon. k | hee ke 
ena! OY Frank. 
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Frank. (With indifference.) I have never been 
married, | | 

Blum. So much the worſe. 

Frank, That depends upon circumſtances. Sup- 
poſe now I had a wife, that from her corner 
would look at me with a frown, and ſay to herſelf, 
There he fits—has got the gout—ill humour— 
plagues me day and night—andI1 am tied to him, 
muſt endure him whether I chooſe or not. No, 
Doctor, I muſt 1 Mrs. Grim for that; ſhe 


does all for me of her own Accord; no chains rivet 
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her to my perſon ; ſhe will go and bake an almond 


cake for me, though the parſon hasn't united us. 

Blum. She'may thank her faints to have met 
with a man, whole heart is good enough to accept 
of an almond cake as a pledge of love, What a 


happy life a render ſpouſe would lead with you! 


You very likely never witneſſed the ſweet effu- 
ſions of a happy huſband and father at the ce» 
lebration of his birthday ? 

Frank, No, never. f 

Blum. When the little ones ſtand watching at 
the chamber -door to ſee if their father is awake, 
and meanwhile rehearſe in a hurry the few 
verſes they have got off in honour of the day. 
Now, they ſtep into the room, their hair niceiy 
- combed, with their beſt clothes on, whilſt the 


mother ſtands concealed behind the curtain, and 


drops a tear of joy on its trimmings. 
rank, Ay, ay, it muſt be very pretty. 

Blum. When the mother, who early ftole from 
his fide, diffidently comes forth from her con- 
cealment, and, bride-like, ſinks in his embrace 
to preſent him with a waiftcoat, or a 2 hich 
ſhe knit for him without his knowle 

firank. An almond cake will do quite as well, 
Blum. Oh ſure! A good heart will convert 
paltry cryſtals into diamonds. When Love pre- 

tents the boon, the beggar is as good as his king. 


Frank, Well ſaid, Doctor. | 
| SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 
; Enter Jacx BULLER. 3 
Jack. (Good. naturealy.) Good day to you, Cap- 
tain. , 
Frank, Good day to you, Jack. 
Fack. This is your birthday, Sir. 
Frank. I know. 
Zack. I am heartily rejoiced at it. 
Frank, I know that likewiſe. 
Zack, You yeſterday broke your ſea foam to- 
bacco-pipe. | 
Frank, Well, Jack booby, what buſineſs have 
you to put me in mind of it? It was a curſed 
ooliſh trick. You muſt know, Doctor, I ſuf. 
fered laſt night moſt confoundedly in that great 
toe. Your bath of muriatic acid, that your Mr. 


Rowley, or what you call him, has ſo much 


recommended, wouldn't do; and ſo, I ſmack'd 
the pipe on the floor, and dafſh'd it to a thouſand 
pieces: that didn't mend matters neither. But 
mind ye, Jack Buller, all men will play fooliſh - 
tricks, but I have mer none yet, that liked to be 
pur in mind of them. 8 

2 I meant no harm, Sir; it was to ſerve - 
only as a kind of introduction. I have bought 
this wooden head, and a tube to it of ebony: if 
it be not too coarſe, and Captain Bertram would 


do me the favour to accept of a trifle, on his 


birthday, of old Jack 2 
F 21 Is that it? Come, let's look at it. 
Jack. It's not ſea- foam, ſure enough. But 
then, Captain Bertram will remember, that Jack 


Buller's love for his maſter is not altogether mere 


foam, neither. 
Frank. Hand it, old boy. - 
Fack. It ought to have a filver edging, I know ; : 

bur Jack couldn't afford it. Nos 8 
Frank. . Thank ye. . 
Fack. Will you keep it, Sir? 
Frank, Surely, 


2 


D ” Fack;” 


— 


= RK THE RECONGIE1IATION : 


Jack. And will you ſmoke out of it? 

Frank, Moſt certainly. ( Putting his band in bs 
Focket.) "hg 

Jack, (Obſerving what he is about.) And you 
Wl! will not return me any thing for it ? ; 
if Frank. (Withdrawing his hand ſudgenly.) No, 
l no; you are right. | | 

Jack. Hurah ! Now, Mrs. Grim may bake her 
cake of cabbaged groats, if ſhe pleaſe. ; 

Frank. Fie, Jack: What do you ſayv? 

Fack. Fruth. I am Juſt come out of the 
kitchen. She is making the devil of a fuſs about 
her cake, and yet ſhe muſt be told this very 
morning, that to-day was her maſter's birth-day. 

I have been enjoying it theſe four weeks. 

Frank. And . becauſe you have a better memory, 
| you would blame the poor woman ? Shame on ye! 
. Jack. And pleaſe your honour, the woman is a 
| good- for- nothing | 

h Frank. Avaſt! 

Jack. Yeſterday ſhe was to make you a wine 

ſoup, but ſhe uſed beer as a ſubſtitute; and to- 

day, by way of making it up, ſhe treats you 

with a cake. | 8 

ill Frank. Hold your tongue. 

| Jack. She'll let you want your very neceſſa- 
ries; muſtn't you beg for a clean ſhirt, as if it 

were alms? 

EE Frank (Paſfronately,) Hold your tongue; I 

bid ye. | | 

Jack When you was bled laſt year, ſhe had 
whole boxes full of linen, and there wasn't as 
i'll much as a bandage for her maſter, Wasn't 1 

0 obliged to tear my Sunday's ſhirt to pieces ima 
| hurry to let you have one ? | 
| Frank, Jack, you have a ſcandalous tongue. 
| Go to the devil with your pipe. {Fh1 owing it at 
his feet.) 


on rr — 


”— wt Oy oo — 
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Fack. (Looking wiſifully, aliernately at the pipe 
and at his maſter.) + a ſcandalous tongue? : 


Frank, Yes: 


Coe woes os. ol. we owt bn we. ©, =P 
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Fack. You won't have my pipe? | 
Frank. No; Ill take nothing of a fellow that 
will be good alone. Foy | 
Jack wexed, takes rhe pipe, and throws it 
out of the window. ; 
Frank. Fellow ! what are yow about ? 
Jack. Throwing that pipe out of the window. 
Frank. Are you — 1 | 
Tack. What muſt Ido with it? You won't have 
it; and I would certainly not once ſmoke out of 
it in all my life: as often as I puff out the 
ſmoke, I muſt ſay to myſelf, Jack Buller, thou 
art a wretch ; the man whom thou haſt ſerved 


honeſtly and truly for thirty years, has called 
thee a ſcandalous babbler.” 24 then I muſt 


each time weep like a child. But when the pi 
is once gone to pot, I ſhall forget it. Pl think 
my poor maſter was ill, and meant no harm. 
Frank. (Afefed.) Jack, come hither. (Shaks 
ing him by the hand.) I meant no harm. 
. 7 (King his hand.) I knew that. I have 
the beſt heart 5 you, Sir; and when I ſay, that 
fach an old hypocrite cheats you, and lives lux- 


urio iſly on the money you have earned. with ſo 
much trouble, my blood boils. ; 


Erank, Are you at it again? 

Tack. Deal by me- as you like. But I am 
launched; and all muſt come out now. TwWͤO 
days ago I by chance made a diſcovery : — In 
my garret there is by the fide of the fire-grate-a 
hole in the floor with a. flider to it; whoever 
built this hopſe muſt have had his reaſons far 
leaving a hole juſt at that place. I was ſtanding 
there, buſy rummaging among my old rags, 

when the ſlider ſtruck my ſight. . How ! thinks 
I to myſelf, what may that be for? and ſo 1 
knock'd my foot 1 it, the- flider gave way ; 
—and look ye there—you may have a peep 
through it into Mrs. Grim's little chamber. 

Frank. And liſten, if you have a mind? 

R _ Fack. And liften, if one loves one's maſter. _ 


Frank. 


* 
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Frank.Well,and what have you diſcoveredthere? 

Fack,'That miſchief-maker, Eyterborn, teaches 
her to ſharpen and hook the arrows which ſhe 
ſhoots at your ftrong box. . 

Frank. (Paſſionately.) Avaſt, fellow, avaſt! Has 
the Devil got the better of you, to make you alight 
to · day on every bright mirror, like ſome impudent 
fly ? Eyterborn, the moſt honeft man in town— 

Fack. I ſhould think that honeſty, if it be of 
the right fort, ought to ſtand the look of any 
one that peeps at it through a hole in the garret. 

H ant. Old boy, thou giveſt me to-day a peep 
into the very hold of thy heart. 

Jack. So much the better: my ballaſt is love 
and fidelity for my mafter. 

Blum, I think it worth .while at any rate to 
inquire into the buſineſs, 


Frank. And ſo Iwill. I wilt hop up into the 


garret with my lame foot, and there I can hardly 


pronounce the mean word—and there liſten. Bur 
God have mercy on thee; ſellow, if thou haſt be- 


lied me. I'll turn thee out of doors without mercy. 
Jack. (Good-natured) Ah, but you wouldn't. 
Frans: What? | 
Jack. No; you wouldn't. 


Frank. (In a paſſion.) But I will, I tell thee; 


I. will, by Jove! And if you ſay one ſingle word 


more, Pl| turn you out immediately, 


\ Zack. Well, then old Jack Buller goes to the 


hoſpital. . 


Frank. (Afefted by thefe words.) To the hoſpitall 


What !— What would you do there? ; 
Zack. What elſe but die? 


thee out of my houſe ⁊᷑ 
Fack.. Oh, yes, I know you are the man who 


would throw a purſe of money at me, ſufficient to 


fupport me while I lived but I had rather beg my 
bread than pick up the money thus thrown at me. 

Frank.Rather beg your bread? There is a proud 
fellow for you! Fack. 


Frank, Thou die in an hoſpital ! Eh! doſt 
think I cannot take care of thee, it even I turn - 
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Fack. Whoever diſlikes me, muſt not make 
me a preſent. ; 

Frank. Do you hear, Doctor? Isn't it enough 
to give a man a fit of the gout, that hadn't it? 
When, four and twenty years ago, we fell into 
the hands of the Algerines, and the pirates had 
torn my very jacket from my back, that fellow 
had concealed a couple of gold pieces in his tail: 
no ane found them out. Six months afterwards 
we were ranſomed, We got off with our lives 
and our freedom, but I was as naked as my 
hand; and muſt have begged my way home, 
(in a Faultering voice) hadn't that fellow there 
ſhared his gold- pieces with me: and now (in the 
zone of paſſion) he talks of dying in an hoſpital. 

Jack. (Repentant.) Captain — ; BERL 

Frank. And when my crew had mutinied, and 
he revealed the plot at the hazard of his life— 
Haſt thou forgot that, fellow? 

Zack.You built my old mother a houſe for that. 

Frank, And when we engaged that brave 
Frenchman, yard-arm to yard-arm ; when his 
broad-ſword ſtood over my head, and thou didſt 
lame the hand that was going to ſend me to my 
fathers—Haſt thou likewiſe forgot that? Havel 
built thee a houſe for that? Wilt thou ftill die 
in an hoſpital? wilt thou ? 

Fack. My good maſter !— 

' Frank. No you mean I ſhould like to have theſe 
words engraven on my tomb-ſtone : Here lieth an 
ungrateful dog?” Immediarely tell me you will die 
under my roof, you rogue! Gome, lake hands. 
. Fack. (Dropping at his feet.) Yes, my good 
matter ; this hand ſhall cloſe Jack Buller's eyes. 

Frank. Avaſt there! don't come too near my 
lame foor. But if thou muſt come near, | had 
rather have thee too near my leg than too near 
my heart. * 

Blum. Excellent! I muſt avail myſelf of that 
humour. Whoever can behave fo to an old, true 
ſervant, eannot be implacable to a brother. {Ex1. 
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SCENE VII. 
Frank BerTrRam, Jack BULLER. 


Frank. Get up, go fetch me the pipe: | 

Jack With pleaſure! (R//ing.) But what did 
the Doctor lay about your brother? Will that 
reconciliation come to paſs? | 

Frank. He hopes fo. | | 

Jack. And you with it. Is'nt it ſo? | 

Frank. Ves; if I could undo many things that. 
have been done. 

Jack, Bu: who knows if all that le have 
* in your head, has been done ? There are bad 
viks, that will blow wherever they ſee a little 
ſmoke, till they bring ir to a blaze. Then they'll 
ftand with their arms acroſs, and look on with 
miſchievous eye; nay, put in a billet to increaſe 
the fire, but none of them would being a tum 
bler- full of water to quench the flame. 

Frank, Ves, yes; you may be right there, old 


boy. 

Tack, I have witneſſed many a fire, and ſeen 
people form themſelves into two rows, and paſs 
the buckets from hand to hand. When the flame 
of diſcord breaks out, ir is quite the ſame ; the 
backers will run from hand to hand, but the well 
where they are filled contains oil. 

Frank. May be. | 

Jack. If I were you I would difappoint theſe 
bad people. Take but half a Rep to meer him. 
After ail, he is vour brother, You are twins. 

Frank. (Looking firaight forward.) My brother 


Fack. God bleſs that good Doctor! I have 


always thought a phyſician could only cure rhe 
body, and that for ſach a reconciliation it needed 
a parſon. But what ma- ters the coat or the wig ? 
Frank. (Sighing.) Brother! brother! | 

Jack. What avails it, if he cure you of the 
gout? die you muſt. But if he could cure that 
bad wound, which otherwiſe will perhaps not 


cloſe: even in the grave— | 
Wael Hank. 
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bhborſeman, one ſhould ſay, muſt 
and yet it an't!— Where is the difference? — the 
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Frank. Ay, if he could do that— | 
Zack. And when your brother with a friendly 
ſmile ſteps in here— : 
Frank. (Starting.) Step in here! Here? 
Jacł. Ves; and when he ſtretches out his hand 
Frank. Stretch out—his hand! (Meclanically 


fretching out his hand, and withdrawing it again.) 


Fack. And when he cries out to you, Brother, 


don't withdraw thy hand 


Frank. (Uneaſy.) Well! what then? 
Fack. And then with his hand open to receive 


yours, draws nearer and nearer— 


Frank. Nearer and nearer. (Tendering his hand 
as by ftarts.) | 


Fack. And ſays, Brother Frank, our mother 
ſees us 


* 


Frank. (Uneafily moving en lis chair.) When 
he ſays ſo— 


Fack. And flies into your arms. 
Frank, (Opening his arms.) Brother Philip! 
| [ The curtain drops, 


Cn =——_y 


ACT III. 
The Scenery the ſame as in the Firſt 4, 
SCENE I. 
Wirriau (working at a large Boot). 
x 7 HETHER a man make a pair of ſlippers 


for a pretty girl, or a pow of boots for a 
the ſame thing; 


ſame thread—the ſame leather—but not the 
fame foot !—Ay, there is the rub! When I look 
at this boot, my imagination repreſeuts to me the 
figure of a heavy horſeman with all his accou- 
trements, ' and then the work partakes of the 
heavy man. Bur a ſhoe for Miſs Charlotte 
(Locking round, and. flapping his caun mouth.) Huſh! 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 


Enter CARLO T TE Auitting. 

Charl. Always induſtrious, William! 

Will. Induftrious! No, Miſs.— This morning 
I may have been ſo. | 7 1 

Charl. A perſon that begins to work at the peep 
of day, ought to lie down a little after dinner. 

Will. Oh dear, Miſs! I don't know, but ſleep 
has been a ſtranger to me ſome time! 

Count. How does that happen ?—You are young 
and well. - 

Will. Very true! I can eat and drink well too ; 
but with ſleep Iam quite fallen out. When lam 
up in my room and hear your father cough, or 
vou walk—oh, I can very well yy «ry ane 
ſteps from thoſe of old Ann!—gone is ſleep ! 

Charl. Poor William Then we prevent you 
from ſleeping ? 

Will. No matter for that !--I muſt confeſs I 
ſometimes feel as if I were glad when your papa 
begins to cough, for I know that I then thall 
hear you run to his aſſiſtance. 

Charl. (Locking round.) Oh, there is that tgou- 
bleſome Count again One cannot get a tear 
of doors !—Now, William, Ill think of your 


ſhoes— | 
SCENE III. 
Enter SONXENSTERN. 

Count. Excellent !—My preſentiment has not 
deceived me ! 0 

Charl. Do the great folks ſtill believe in pre- 
ſentiment ? ' 

Count. My heart whiſpered to me, that I ſhould 
find you here. | | 

Charl. Very natural ; for I am always here ar 
this time, that I may not diſturb my father's reſt. 

Count. But it ſeems as if Heaven had intended 
you for a diſtarber of reſt. 

Charl. Vo there rong Heaven and me. 

Count. Voulay that with fo much indifference! 

Charl. And yet I am difpleaſed—I have juſt 
dropt a ſtich Count, 


- © Gon 00 a9 ie oe OS a. — 2 . —ͤ—E—— — — — — 2 — — 
. — i —_—_—— > 


A COMEDY. 49 


Connt. 1 underftand—you are afraid to look 
at me. | * 
Carl. (Opening her eyes.) Why ſo? 
Count, Do you read nothing in my eyes? 
..  Charl. Nothing at all, e | 
Count. Till when will you be a flranger to the 
language of the heart? ADA ene 
Charl. (Looking at her knitting with pretended 
fmplicity. ) Why, I think till 1 meet with the 
right language-maſter. | > LAY: © 
Count. You perceive: the voice of love, and 
ſhut your ears againſt it! 
Charl. A girl ſhould not hear at all. 
Count. Ridiculous ! Girls ought not to hear 
what they like beſt. . 
_ Charl. And that is— 5 
Count. The avowal of a paſſion. 
Cbarl. She might hear that too, when her fa 
ther is preſent. _ ie A 
Count. And why only in the preſence of a fa- 
ther ?—The father will be apprized of it ſoon 
enough.—There are, upon 5 whole, certain 
things that can be ſaid, at leaſt well ſaid, only 
between two people. The preſence of an old 
hoary Mentor, with ſnow on his pate, and ice 
in his heart, will make a lover's words freeze on 
His tongue. yOLr- bi 7 
Carl. They muſt certainly be no more than 
words, as they are fo eaſily caught by rhe froſt. 
Count. Dear Girl! — Old age is the winter of 
life; love, on the contrary, its fineſt and tendereſt 
bloflom ;—it won't bear the chilly blaſt of winter. 
Gherl, That's too ſublime, too poetic for me! 
Count. (Impatiently,) Bleſs me !—don't you at 
leaſt read the almanack of the Muſes? .. 
Charl. I read nothing-bur Gellert s fables. 
Count, Well, then, I muſt tell Jou, in pure 
proſe, that I love you. i 
Charl. You might have told me that epigram 
WEST TT T75 39 _ 
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Count. What! do you call my love an epi- 
m ? 
we I do; Count. I call it a biting ſatire on 
innocence and poverty. 
Count. Satire !—Pray, look at thefe eyes 1— 
Theſe tears will plead my cauſe! 
Charl. (Looking at him.) Tears! —1 can fee 


none. 

n MI pal pitating heart l—my glowing 
cheek 
| S But, Why do you walk then in the 
greateſt heat of noon ? 

Count. 1 ought now to complain of ſatire! 

Charl. Retaliation. 

Count, You wiſh to avoid an answer to my 
declaration. 

Charl. Do you then aQuually expect a ſerious 
reply ? 

Count. A ſerious, and a kind one. 
- 'Cbarl. Well, then !—I am a ſimple girl, Count, 
But ſimplicity and credulity are not always 
concomitant qualities.— 1 don't believe a a ſylla- 
ble of all your fine phraſes - How could you 
love me ?—'Theſe two months you. paſſed 


often by here, and if I ha ened to ſtand at 
he door, you talked to me — that's all! 


Count. And is. not that ſufficient 1 need 


but ſee you 


Carl. Oh, en hy ple have ſeen me, and 
have remained pe tranquil!— But, Wen 
you did love me, Nr. tar 
Count. A droll queſtion indeed! 


.Charl, lam a 2 and you are a rich 


nobleman! 

Count. Vou are the world has tts pre- 
judices; but the 5 will get the better of 
them. I have but one heart, and that is all yours. 

1 have two hands, and L may at leaſt give yon 
the left. 

Cbarl. The leſt only? ha! ha! ha! is not 
That all one? 


Count. 
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Count. To lovers there is not the leaſt diffe- 
rence; and to the world, it is no more than a 
handful of duſt thrown at the eyes. 

Charl. And to my father? | 

Count. He is a man of the world. 3 5 

Cbarl. But he don't like duſt. He will always 


ſay, what what one dares not do before the eyes 


of all the world one had better not do at all. 


(Waggiſhly.) Methinks 1 hear him come down. 
Won't you aſk bim his opinion? 
Count. (Confuſed.) O yes |—why not ?—if 


only— (Apart, ) Curſe it! I would ſooger con- 


quer ten coquets than bne of our ſimple girls. 
(To Charlotte.) Tam difiracted, that T 555 ry 
to leave you. Baron Sommer gives a hall to- 
—Who the deuce could dance this hot weather 
I ſaid; I faid it a thoufand times, but he w ould 
take no denial. I muſt haſten to my toilet. —l 
leave you my heart in pledge, dear Char!oite, till 
I ſee you agin. (He ſhips off at the bottom of the ſtage 
he meets Eyterborn.) Ho, ho—yell met! 1 want 


to fpeak to yd u. (Takes him under his arm, a 


they walk of together.) { 
Char/. He may take his pledge and all, for I 
don't know what to do with it. I am ſorry 
the thought did not occur ſooner to me to 
frighten him away with my father. | 
ill. (Shaking His head.) Here! here | had that 
young gentleman learned but one honeſt profes. 
ſion, he wouldn't be a bungler in fair dealing. 


SCENE IV. EF: 
Enter PuIL Ir EEX T RAM, ſupported by Aww: 


Carl. Dear father, you come too late; my 


lover ha juſt ran away. 

J — . 
Charl. He ran away, becauſe he heard you 

was coming. £3" 5 
Phil. Beware of all lovers that ſhun the fa- 


ther's preſence. 
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Ann. I am ſure the young Count has been here 


again. 


Carl. You hit it. 


Fhil. A Count [the young Count! I hope 


Ou 


Charl, Don't put on that ſerious look, father; 
it 1s not worth while. 


Phil. Dear Charlotte ! a loving father trembles 


at the idea of ſeeing the leaſt diſorder in his 
davghter's kerchief, if it were but in a dream. 
Speak, child, who is this Count ? 
_ Charl. His name is Sonnenſtern. 

Phil. I know his father ; he is rich, and a great 
man at court; and when that is the caſe, the ſon 
is generally a rake. FLAP 

Charl. For ſeveral months he has paſſed by 
here twenty times a day. 

Phil. Well, let him paſs by. ' 

Charl. As often as he ſees me at the door, he 
talks to me Gy 

Phil. He muſt ſee you no more at the door. 

Charl. Under the pretext of lending books, 

Phil. What books? | 

Charl. Novels. | 

Phil. O dear! you muſt not read novels. I. 
fcarcely know three or four of them that I would. 

put into your hands; and even thoſe have the 
inconvenience to make you eager for more. 

Charl. He will ſometimes bring me fruit, ſomes, 

times ſweetmeats, ſometimes a noſegay. 
Phil. And you take them? 
Charl. Thoſe trifles | do. 
Phil. Dear Charlotte! that's wrong. 
Ann. 1 have ſaid ſo a hundred times. [Ml 


draws. 


Charl. He has often offered me more valuable 
preſents. | > 

Phil. Tl not aſk if hay ener has refuſed 
them—mind, I do not alk. - | 
Cbarl. You don't, father, becauſe that is a 
matter of courſe. 7 


Phil. 


re 


e 


* © 9 


A COMEDY, 53 
Phil. Bad enough, he ſhould have preſumed 


o offer you any. ; | 
Charl. To-day he went even ſo far as to ſpeak 
of marriage. | 


Phil. Of marriage [—he is either a fool or a 


rogue. 
Charl. He muſt be a fool. —He talked of a 


marriage with the left hand. An' it all ws, 


which of the two hands gives one's heart away 
Phil. I now ſee his drift. 


your entirely avoiding his converſation. | 
_ Charl. So much the better. 

Phil. When you ſee him at a diſtance, with- 
draw. | 1 
Charl. With pleaſure. 


| Phil. He has offended both you and me. He 
has trampled under foot that deference which - 


every generous mind owes to poverty. 


Charl. You put ſuch a ſtreſs upon all this, my 


dear father have I done ſomething wrong ? 

Phil. Oh, my child! —a young woman acts 
wrong even by not avoiding appearances. Na- 
ture has not another property ſo delicate as in- 
nocence. The duſt on the wings of a butterfly 
is leſs periſhable than her reputation. Seduction 


is not the moſt dangerous foe of a youn girl, 


but the vanity of thoſe young ſparks, who wil 


boaſt of every kind look, of every polite expreſs. - 


fion, and givea diſtant hint for whatever additians 
one pleaſes. What would you ſay, if this young 
Count were to boaſt of his preſents of ſweetmeats 
and noſegays over a full bumper? if he were to 
ſay to his neighbour, There is a pretty girl in 
the ſuburb, my bay ! we are already very inti- 
mate with one another? and ſo-forth.—Then 
ere, my boy ! here's to your girt! or 
CGharl. Dear father, I am aſhamed of myſelf. 
Pil. What can your innocence avail you then? 


the neighbour will take his glaſs, and reply, h 


E 3. \ —what 


No, child, he is no 
| fool—he is a wretch. Charlotte! I inſiſt upon 


| 
| 
i 
| 


1 
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hat your conſciouſneſs of purity ?—Can you 
o to the market-place, and Pudi proclaim— 
ear me, good people ! don't pon 
am a good girl? Wa 
Charl. (In the tone of aflition.) Oh, my father! 
Phil. And as you cannot do ſo, you muſt avoid 
all talk about you whatever, even in your praiſe ; 


t reports—1 


at leaſt not too much of the latter, for praiſe 


creates envy, and envy will never be at a loſs for 
ſome objection orother. Happy is. the girl who 
is unknown to the multitude, when ſhe is goin 
to be married; and people aſk, Who is ſhe ?— 
don't know her—l never heard of her. 

Charl. (Clinging round his-neck.) You will never 
have an occaſion to repeat this leſſon. | 

Phil. (Embracing her.) This promiſe is the moſt 


valuable preſent. you could make me oa my 


SCENE V: 


Enter EY TERBORN., 


Fyt: Serviteur ! Iam juſt come from the young 
lady, whom I was mentioning this morning 
give you joy.—All is ſettled: 

Phil. What? #; 

Eyt. She is willing to take your daughter as a 
companion.—The terms are favourable. 

Phil. As a companion? Dear friend! my 


daughter has but very few accompliſhments ; and 


that of entertaining others, ſhe is leaft ſkill'd in. 
Eyt. She may ſoon „ F that houſe. 
Phil. Charlotte - would you try? iS 
Charl. J have no other deſire than to ſtay with 

my father. 3 
Phil. But who is the lady? 
yt. Count Sonnenſtern's bride. 


0 


Phil. Ay l—ſol— Him !>-What think you of 
it, Charlotte? | 
Obarl. The queſtion is a reproach, my * 


# * 


cl 


P 
h 


R COMEDY. | 83 


Phil. You have undertaken a very equivocal 
office, Sir. X | 
Eyt. Fquivocal !—( Confuſed.) Why ſo? 
Phil. Are you the ambaſſador of the lady, or 
of the gentleman ? 
Eyt. Isn't that all the ſame ? 
Phil. I think not.—I have ſome objections— 
My daughter does not feel inclined for this mode 
of life.—I am old and fickly.—lIn ſhort, don't let 
us have any more of it. | 


© Ei. Have uy weighed all the advantages you 
are going to forfeit. * 

Phil. J have. 

Eyt. Count Sonnenſtern is a-wealthy nobleman. 

Phil. So much the better for him. There are 
many people that, if they were not rich, would 
be nothing at all. | 

Eyt. His father has powerful influence.— 

Phil. In his own circle, to which I do not 
belong. p 


Eyt. He might be-able to-give a good turn to- 
your lawſuit, | | 

Phil. It is rather too late for that, I hope. 1 

Eyt. You might; through him, obtain the | 
chief collectorſnip. | 

Phil. Have I deſerved it-?- 

Eyt. Moſt certainly. 

Phil. It will be to my credit if people ſay 
Pity he ſhould not be a chief collector, for he 
has well deſerved it. 

Eyt. I know your cireumſtances; I know you. 
have contracted debts. 

Phil: None of great conſequence: 

Evt. If your creditors ſhould proſecute you—- 

Phil. Fi) then apply-to a friend. 
Eyt. When a man is in difireſs, deafneſs often 

a becomes epidemical among his friends. 
Vill. (Ring.) Sir, here is my father's receipt. 

Phil, What receipt? 

Will. For the Tent. 


Pil. 
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Phil. Good friend, I cannot pay that . 
taneouſly. 

Will. It's all paid, Sir. | 

Phil. ( Aftonifped.) By whom? 

Will. I don't know; that's not my buſineſs. 

Phil. Impoſſible! 

Will. Pleaſe to read this paper; it e end. 

Phil. What maft I think of this? 

Will. Every thing that is good. 

Phil, Will your father make me a preſent ? 
| Will. No, Sir; he is too poor for that Rimtelf. 

Phil. It is actually paid then? 

ill. It is. 

N And I am not to know b whom? ject. 

yt. May be that very Count whom you re 

Phil. Siz—if that nl the caſe— a ; 

Will. Don't make yourſelf une afy, Sir ; the 
money comes from no Counts. 1 rink? it 18 money 
mightly earned. | | 


SCENE VI. 
Enter an AroOTHECARYs Box. 


Boy. (To Philip.) Here is the bill. 

Phil. Who are you? 

Bey. 1 come from the apothecary. 

Phil. Very well. Call again next week, I hope 
may be able to pay you then. 

Boy, I ſhall have no occaſion for calling —— 
—The bill is paid. 

Phil. Paid! who has paid is 


Boy. I don't know. [ Exir.! | 


Phil. (Readi e bill.) Forty-five dollars, twelve 
—ſettled. hat does all this mean ?—Good 
God! have I ever ſhewn fuch difſidence in man- 


as to require inſtances of this kind to come to re- 


pentance: To whom am I to give my thanks ? 


—to Eyterborn ? I am poor, friend, but I am not 


aſhamed of my poverty. [Whoever aflifts me in. 
ſecret has good intentions, and does not ef " ; 


my gratitude ; his noble ſoul only wiſhes to 


i 
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me its utterance. But the good man is not pleaſed 
with ſuch proceeding; the good man receives 
with pleaſure only that for which he is per- 
mitted to return his hearty thank deſire, 
friend, if you can, to unravel this myſtery to me. 

yt. (Shrugging up his fpoulders, and alſuming an 
equivocal mien.) 

Phil. What means this fthrug ?—You either 
cannot, or will nor. | 

Eyt. If you know your true friends, an expla- 
nation is here ſuperfluous ; and if you have many 
of them, I congratulate you. . _ a 

Phil. This evaſion almoſt perſuades me that 
you are the generous donor. 

Dt. (Defending himfelf but weakly.) What, I ?— 
I beg—my friendſhip for you, indeed—my prin- 
ciples—bur F am not rich myſelf. 

Phil. So much the more meritorious. The 
— feldom give, and ftill more feldom in 

Eyt. Such conſiderable donations require not 
only good-will, but likewiſe the powers. I know 
borh aculties to be united in the Count. 

Charl. Father, if he be the man, I will work 
day and night till we have returned the money. 
Phil. I would rather fell thy mother's ring, 
than accept of ſuch a bene faction. 

Eyt. Some people would call this pride. | 
Phil. But you would not believe, Sir, what a 
powerful ſpice this pride affords to an inſipid diſh. 

Charl. I ſee, our Doctor is coming; he may, 
perhaps, be able to ſolve the riddle. | 
Eyt. With a arg. O yes! he is a doctor that 
knows every thing: —cure an illneſs, conduct a 
lawſuit, write a novel. (Apart.) Miſchievous 
fellow, with his ſtaring look! he will always 
counteract my ſchemes. (Lond.) Servireur, Col- 
lector; conſider on my e My intent ions 
are pure, and my knowledge of the world is not 
derived from novels. [Exit. 
Charl, He always reflects on our good Doctor; 
that is very mean. Plat. 
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Phil. Fie, Charlotte! Condemn no man. 
W hi:ſt the human heart remains without a »hfs 
window, nobody ſhould ſay— That is mean; for 
God alone {crutinizes the heart. Eyterbortiis an 
honeſt man; but he is a man. The Doctor has 


eneroached upon his profeſſion, and that has 
vexed him. \ 


 Cherl. But I would lay a wager, that if Eyter- 
born cure a patient, the Doctor would be de- 
lighted with it; and conſequently he ma ſt be a 
better man. 1 eiae 
Phil. May be. Lene 20 
N r n boy 
Inter Dr. Bl un. 25 
Phil. Welcome, Doctor. Charlotte was juſt 
praiſing you. | | 40. W 
Blum. I don't like to be praiſed in my pre- 


ſence, but this time my rule muſt ſuffer an 
exception. 175 | | 


Char. Oh! my thoughts praiſe you much 


more than my words. We were converſing about 
you and Eyterborn. What may you have done 
to that man ? he cannot abide you. 
Blum. There are ſome folks Who will hate 
you, merely becauſe you know them —becauſe, 
you look through their ſchemes. It is quite the 
reverſe with love: you need but pretend to take 
every man for whar he wiſhes you to take him, 
and he'll be your friend, depend on't. ) 
Pjbil. | cannot pothbly, to-day, enter v ith you; 
upon any philoſophical diſcuſſion on man; for 
to-day I cannot help loving him. Only think. 
Doctor, here | hold two paid biils.in my hand; 


Gagle penny. ;1 ye | 
| Blum. (Pretending ignorance,) How is that? 

Phil, Some unknown friend — Help me to 
Blum, 


} 


.- 


they are ſettled and ſigned without cofting me a 


2 
f 
I 
t 
1 


Blum, (After a pauſe, as YON 1 know 
555 one man whom a apt to | think capable of 


ſach an action. 
Phil. (With rage 2 Who might he be? 
Blum. Your eg 
Fil. My brocher En brother, who theſe 
fifteen years has Da me with the greateſt 


invete „in bels full of bitterneſs? 

Blum. © Abels were written by his attor« 
2 bills he has paid himſelf.” 
Pil. Has he actually paid them? 

Bluu. At leaſt T think ſo; he has been ore" 
ing me about your circumſtances. 

Phil. (Loft in tbongbt.) 

Wl. Hem! who could hold his tongue now 

Blum. ( Interrupting bim: 7 Well, honeſt Wil. 
ham, how are you, my lad 

Will. (Seemingly calculating.) Nor do I know 


wh 
be Foo, "Why people fo ſeldom wear boots ? 
Why, I think it is becauſe the court reſides here. 


(He mates bim a fign I nal to forbear. ſpeaking:) 


Will. Ay, a know.what you mean: 
1 Ay, ay! 7⁰ 


Phil. "Priend, you have laid a heavy weight 
upon my heart. 

Blum. Is the love of a brother ſo oppreſſive ? 
- Phil. Good offices from the hands of a foe— 


Blum. Are the firſt fle ps on the territory of 
friendſhip. 


Charl. Oh! were I at laſt permitted to love 
my uncle! 

Blitz. Vou will ſoon have leave to do ſo. Dear 
friend, I am a, herald of peace. Your uit is com- 
promiſed, and entirely to Ur ſatisfaction. All 
the writings are to be condemned to the lumber- 
room, and along with them all former reſentment. 

Phil, Help me. to riſe, Charlotte, thar 1 may. 
hug that honeſt man in my arms. 

Blum. (Embracing him.) Heaven wa you 

ealt 


\ 


3 — T „ „ — — — 
. 
a 
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with all my heart. 


60 THE RECONCILIATION : 


health and peace aber are the > greateſt treaſures 
upon earth. | 
Carl. (Taking Bold of both bis hands, and ſqutegs 
ing them affeftionately.)” Dear Doctor! God bleſs 
you! if ever your old worthy. mother falls ill, 
pray don't take any other nurſe for her than me. 

Blum, I take your word for it. 

Phil. God! thou never haſt heard me com- 

in of my poverty—but this aneh am 
not I able to recompenſe this man? 


Blum. You poor !—in the poſſeſſion of ſuch | 


8 daughter! 


Phil. What can ſhe do more than blend the 
tears of her gratitude with ” qe 

Blum. fe e e could do more. 
bil. (Furpriſed. ) How fo, Doctor? 

Blum. Would you think worſe of me, if 1 


| ſhould ap 7775 ſelfith 7 


Phil. (Dubiont.) I don't nder you. 
F Blum. Nor, you, good ereature Lou co- 
ur — 
(Jarl. I think I do 8 upon my 
avord, I don't know why, 
Blum. Did you not. ſay this mornin 
could love the man who ane Jour: fate 
eaſy old days ? | 
Charl. I have ſaid fo. - 
Blum. And that you, with FHOR n 
make him a tender of your 2 and hand ? 
Carl. (Caſting down her eyes in filence.) 
Blum. Did you not ſay t: 8 Rewe ? 
Charl. I think J did. 
Blum. Will you not wikdeon your, word? 
Charl. No. - 
Blum. And if 1 were the man? 
Charl. (Remains filent.) 
Blum. Look at me, Charlotte. 
bar. I cannot, | 
Blum. (Taking her by the dan.) 1 e 


— 


Charl. And ſo I do you. 
Blam. 


% 
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Blum. You will take' care of my old mother ? 
Charl. Oh, with pleaſure. 
Blum. And fo will 1-of your honeſt. becher. 
Charl. Oh! you are ſo 8. With mild beer 
I don't deſerve ſo much. 
Blum. Whoever has had an ale of 


waiching a daughter during ſeven months by the 


ſick bed of her father, cannot err in His choice. 
I crave your heart and your hand. 

Carl. (Overwhelmed with her (feelings, 6051 
from lie Doctor, to ment the embrace e, her father, i 
whoſe nom ſhe hides her face, and fays) My fathe 

Phil. (Laying his. band"-onhers.) God has this 
day bleſſed me for thy fake. Thou good, rhou 
kind child! thy good fortune is the reward of 
thy filial affection. Oh, Doctor, if to-day I bleed 
again, it is your fault. Bur if 1 die, 1 die with 
Joy, the moſt deſirable death of all. 

Blum. (Taking lun by the hand.) Permit me ts 
partake of the paternal _— 

Phil. (Cordlially.) My ſon:—Charlotte, be not 
aſhamed to ſhew thy ing cheek to the man 
that loves thee ſo, 

Charl. ¶ Locking up with apparent timidity. 7 
Phil. Give him the firſt ſalute in the preſence 
of thy father. 

Blum. (Salute; with ecftacy, Charlotte, whogently 


5.) 
277 With this kiſs my fon bas taken from 
me all the cares of futurity New diſpoſe of 
days, almighty. Diſpenſer of all chat is good 
I ſhall now not leave-an orphan behind.— he 
whole lock of my child, innocence and virtue, 
is in the hands of an honeſt aar{ian. - 
Blum. In the enlarzed circle of domeſtic con- 
tentment you will henceforth brearhe with greater 


freedom. One perſon, however, ſhould be added 
to the number of this Happy l | 


brother. 
Phil, Oh! | oy | AY 
Jam. I hope ſoon to — — too. 
F Phil, 
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Phil. No mortification, dear Doctor. 

Blum. Your honour is now my own. wait) 

Phil. He will not take the firſt ſtep ; and 1 
cannot. | | | | TY.Y. 

Blum. Why not? 
. Phil. Becauſe my brother is rich. 

Blum. I honour theſe ſentiments ; I had fore- 
ſeen them, and therefore took the opportunity of 
declaring my paſſion this very day. 1 — 
. Phil. What difference can this declaration 

Blum. It makes a very material one. Am I not 
likewiſe rich ?—is not what I poſſeſs your own? 

Phil. (Shaking bis bead.) 92 
Blum. You gave me, what no worldly treaſure 
can buy—a good wife. And you would reject 
what little I have to offer in return.—-Believe me, 
Sir, equality is reftqred between you and your 
brother ; and equality inſpires confidence. Yet 
I do not wiſh you to go and meet him. It is to 
my bride that I now addreſs my firſt prayer. 

Charl, (With infantine cordiality.) Oh, be quick 
with it. Could I but do any thing that would 


give you pleaſure— 


Blum. It would give me great pleaſure, dear 
Charlotte, if you would wait on your uncle, and 
congratulate him on his birth-day. © + 
 Ghar/!, With all my heart. | 

Phil. She is your bride and my daughter.— 
Think, chow great muſt be our mortification 
were:he to refuſe her admittance. ry 
Blum. That is my buſineſs. I know your. bro- 
ther, and I know Charlotte. 23 

Phil. Well, be it ſo. £ | 

Blum. And then, we. muſt paſs the evening in 
Joviality. It is the day on which I am wood. 
; Fhil. You ſpend the-evening with us, my dear 
ſon. | 2 | 
Blum. Not in this ſmall, confined place. De- 
votion and feſtivity are very like each other in 
this. particular - that under the canopy of heaven 


they 


. 


ly X Sn 


n 
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they are moſt loud, and moſt felt. We muſt 
meet in your garden. E apa 

Phil. In my garden! me 
Blum. You ought to ſee how it looks after it 


| tras been cleared of the weeds of fraternal diſcord. 


We, and a couple of honeſt friends—bur very 
few people, but each of them with a heart 
within is breaſt. I have arranged the whole 
plan: I hope you will not diſappoint my expec- 
tations. | | * | 

Phil. I diſappoint you! God forbid! Old Ann 

all immediately bruſh up my brown coat. Good 
God !—W here is old Ann?—We have quite for- 
got her.—Ann! Ann III am aſhamed. of myſelf 


» 


to think of her fo late. e 
Ann. (Coming out of the houſe.) Here I am, Sir. 
* Phil. Are you come? (Strting her cheek.) Come, 
come, thou good old. honeſt creature, help me 
mto the houſe ;\ I'll tell thee wonders. 
Ann. Bleſs me; you look quite. contented ! 
- Phil, Come, come along, I tell thee. Thou 
ſhalt. cry with joy. [Ann conduds him into the houſe. 
Blum. Go, go to your uncle, dear Charlotte. 
The angel of peace attend thee [ Follows Philip. 


SCENE VII. 
CnARTOT TE and WILLIAM, 


Charl. How do I feel? -Was it a dream 
Or is all that has ha pope here true hd fact? 
Am I to be 2 Married to the beſt, to 
the moſt amiable of men! 8 2} 

Will. (Approaching timidly.) May an honeſt lad 
be permitted to give you joy ?—Very odd,» tears 
trickle down my cheeks !. 2 N 

.Charl. I thank you, ood William. 

Mill. I would, venture a requeſt, Miſg— 
Cbarl. Speak. _ stp mau: 
Will. Vou was ſo good, this morning, as to 

accept of a pair of ſhoes they are, indeed, no 

more than common leather ſhoes:—but you 


F 2 would 


& 4 
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would do me a reat plgaſare, Miſs, if you 


would go to the altar in hoſe OCs. 
Charl. That I will: here is my hand, 


Will. (Kiffing ber hand re/pedfully.) My beſt 


thanks aud Cine good Miss: now I will ſet 


out on my travels, to-morrow morning, with the- 


peep of day my = 
Carl. To-morrow morning | how came you 


ro this ſudden reſolution 7? . | 
"Will. Why, my father has been talking of it 


a long. while; but I don't know, I didn't find 
inclined for it: but now I feel as if L 


my ſe 
muſt go this very day. x 
Cb. Won't you ſtay till my wedding? 
Will. (With expreſſions of anguiſh, and guicl.) 
No, no z— no! To- morrow, quite early, when 
you ate dreaming of your good friend, William 
will be far off, 1 


Chart. May Heaven bleſs you, wherever you 


8 | 809 | | 
Will. Vl be back three years hence, and then, 

very likely there (making @ conceuled pantomines 

yet without hoking at Charlotte.) And now fare- 


— 


well, ſweet Miſs; I'll go and pack up my few 


things. 
Charl. And whither do you intend to go? 


Will. To Ruſſia: they fav it is very cold there. 


Charl. Don't forget your good friends, when 
you are ſo far off. f | 
Vill. Oh, no! never fear that. (He walks off 

ly, and returns.) May I take the liberty of 
waiting on you when I return? | 7 
; Charl. It will give me pleaſure, good William. 
Vill. Will it, Miſs! will it indeed? - Well, it 
will give me great pleaſure too. (He wipes his 
eyes, and flowly enters the houſe.) | ) 

Charl. Now to my uncle: oh, if I ſhould be 
fortunate enongh to give my father, on his birth- 


om | 080704 . n he 


. 
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and I am to be applied to. 
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Ac iv. | 
A Room in Frank BzsrxTram's Houſe. 


SCENE I. 


Mrs. Gz1M aſleep, with a Prayer-book in ber Hand, 
and 2 on her Noſe. CARLO NH entering. 
timidly, and locking round the Room. . 


CRARLOT TE. 


OBODY in the hall, and nobody here! 
| (Perceiving Mrs. Grim, i hefitates whether 

he is to advance or not.— At, laſt he coughs.) 

Mrs. Grim. (Waking, yawning, and rubbing. her 
eyes.) I thought I heard ſome one cough. - 

Charl. (Coughs again.) 

Mrs. Grim. (Looking round, diſpleaſed, and draw- 
ing berſelf up.) Well! who have we here? 
-  Charl. Your ſervant, Madam. | 

Mrs. Grim. (Still unfriendly.) Who are you? 
— W hat do you want? 

Char. I wiſh-to ſee the Captain. 

Mrs, Grim. What buſineſs have you with him? 
Cbarl. I wanted to wait on him with my 
W <p rn on his birth-day. n | 

Mrs Grim. Very odd. Poor people might 
have a dozen birth-days in one year, and nobody. 
would trouble his head about it; But when a 
rich man—then they ſtart from every crevice 
like a hoſt of ants; then they make a mark with 


2 


red in the almanack, that they may not forget, 


the next year, where there is any thing to be 
had.—But, pray, my good little Miſs, what is 
the Captain's birth-day to you / 

Carl. Pill tell him that myſelf. P 
Mrs. Grim. Indeed Upon my word! tell. 
him yourſelf k—Sure, if we could but get ad- 
mittance! Good child, here I am the miſtreſs, . 


* Carl. 


8 


66 THE RECONCILIATION : 


Charl. I did not know my uncle was married! 

Mrs. Grim. (Startled.) "Uncle I hope not— 
Are you perhaps—ye., yes, the family-likeneſs. 
— Miſs Bertram ? WES: 

Charl: I am Miſs Bertram. 

Mrs. Grim. (Looking awwry.at her.) Les, yes; 
quite cut out of her mother's ſace! 
Cbarl. ( Approaching with. ekcorfitlneſs and con- 
fidence.) Have you known my mother? 

Mrs. Grim: By fight: ves. But, good God. 
what do you want here? Dog't vou know, the 
Captain won't have any thing to do with all the 
C a 
Cbarl. That ufd ta be ſo; but ſiuce that hated. 
law ſuit has been laid aſide· - 1 
Mrs. Grim. What! have they come to an agree - 
ment? Have they, at laſt, done my poor maſter? 


Charl. Oh, we are ſo glad of the agreement 


Mr. Grim. I dare ſay Aud now you think of 
making your neſt Rerd A pretty ſuug one! 
Chari, No, Madam, we think of nothing but 


that it is a fine thing when two brothers are 


permitted again to love one another: - 


Mrs. Grim, Very likely an expreſſion your dear 
papa has made you ger off; and now you are 


me! to bring your gods to market here, and to 
diſturb me in my meditations 3 but it wont do, 
dear Miſs. You had better go about your buſineſs; 
aud God be with you. The Captain is ill; ha 


ſleeps at preſent, and has giren orders ro receive 


no one, and ſtill lefs any body out of chat houſe. 
Charl. Muſt I actually not ſee him then? 
Mrs. Grim. What could that avail you, child? 


you would only fee a forbidding, moroſe coun- 


tbnance. n 
Charl. May I return to-night, then? 
Mrs. Grim, By no means. I dutſt-not eyen tell: 
him that you have been here; for it would vex 
kim, and immediately give him a fit of the gout. 
Charl. Oh, my good father. will be fo _ 1 


% 


— 


* 
— 
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' Mrs, Grim. He muſt refign himſelf as a good 
Chriſtian. He has taken the firft ſtep towards 
the reconciliation that is laudable. Oh, you 
wouldn't believe what a queer man the old Cap- 
tain is. We are ever plagued with him. He is 
tearing and ſwearing all day long about nothing. 
Go, go, Miſs ; for if he fhould catch you here 
, —in his paroxyſms he is quite a brute. 

Charl. But my father has always told me that 
he has a good honeft heart. | 

Mrs. Grim. Av, ay, honeſt, ſure enough—but 
then his. paſſion !—Goz. go, Miſs ; my compli-- 
ments t6 papa; tell him, Mrs. Grim has been 
beating and hammering thefe fifteen. years, about 
that heart of oak, but all in vain. 

Char. My poor father! 7 | 

Mrs. Grim. Wort Ves, Jam told fo. Good 
, Heavens} we cannot all be rich. Vou are, now 
and then, badly off, I dare ſay, little Miſs. That 
gown, there, is your Sunday's dreſs, I ſuppoſe; 
but no matter for that, if one be honeſt. 

Carl. We are honeſt. | — 
Mrs. Grin. Poor girl! I pity her- my heart 
will break -I would—oh, certainly I will ! 
Carl. (With the expreſſion of | hope.) What, dear 
Madam? Fit Th 

Mrs. Grim. Include yourſelf and your dear 
father in my prayers. - 

Charl. Alas! I Iikewiſe pray for all my fellow-- 
creatures; even ſor thoſe that hate us. Farewell, 


Madam. (Gormg flewly.)- | 
Mrs. Grin. God Bi, vou! ( Apart.) She is 
ing at laſt. Oh, it would juſt do to let this 

— polecat loaſe among my eggs that I have 

been hatching fo eagerly theſe fifteen years. 

wi » 2 $EENT. I: 
* Enter Jack BULLER:. 


| Fack. (Meeting Charlotte at the door.) Who are 


u, my good young lady ? whom do you want ?- 
— gh OM ””” ah 


you ? 
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Charl. Oh, I wanted to ſee my uncle; but I 
am not permitted. | 

Fack. By chance, Miſs Bertram. 

Charl. Yes: I am Miſs Bertram. . 

Jack. Welcome, welcome then! when ſo hand- 
ſome and ſo good a girl ſteps over the threſhold 
oi the houſe, ſhe is ſure to bring along with her 

ace and harmony in every fold of her dreſs. - , 

. Charl, I wiſh it. 

Jack. And are you not permitted to ſee the 
Captain? who has prevented you? 5 

rs. Grim. I have. | 

Jack. But Mrs. Grim, by what right? 

Mrs. Grim. Never trouble your head about 
that: I know what I am about: you had better 
let Mifs go: maſter ſleeps. : 

Zack, Sleeps! I have been with him within 
theſe laſt ten minutes, and he bid me come back 
and read to him in the great book that tells of 
ſea voyages. Stop but a minute, Miſs, Iil let 
him know directly. | 

Charl. Pu ſtop with great pleaſure. 

Me. Grim. (Standing before the door.) Jack, you 
ſhan't: I won't have you let him know. | 

Fack. Mrs. Grim, I am apt to think the devil 
is in you. (Showing her aide, and going. into his. 
maſter's ram.) | 1 A 

SCENE III. 

Mrs. Grim. What! ſhove me about in thar»- 
there manner !—pinch blue and black marks on. 
my arms !—That ruffian!— Well, Miſs, I wiſh. 
you Joy- (With a. ſueer, and\eurtfying.) Have you 
got off your t welt.? Do, now, flatter and 


coax your uncle for his dollars, do. prin 


Charl. I wiſh for nothing but his affection 

Mrs. Grim. Ah, ſure! That ſounds ſweet 
enough; but we know the key of that muſic—- 
at the bottom it is nothing but diſguiſed beggary. 


Charl. Dear Madam, in what have I offended 
ER 
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Mrs. Grim. You, me lin nothing— nothing 


at all. Good Miſs, there are certain folks, that of - 


certain folks couldn't take an offence in any 
ſhape ;_ and if certain folks chole to repeat what 
report ſays of certain folks, certain folks wouldn't 
ventnre to lift up their eyes, for ſhame. But who 
mixes with the waſh will be eaten by the ſwine ; 
and a good Chriſtian can do no more thun offer 
w his, prayers for the puniſhment of finners. 
Your ſervant, Miſs. (Curing low.) Exit. 


_ Charl. Our old Ann was right. That woman 
ſeems to be a downright termagant—but lam 
glad ſhe is gone; now I can ſpeak freely. If it be 
true that my uncle is ſo <<. $26 ſo boiſterous 
— my father's happineſs is at ſtake. Courage, 
Charlotte; a bad quarter of an hour has no more 
than fifteen minutes! I hear ſome one come: 


oh, how my heart beats! {Stopping with /ymptome 


ef Fear, in the back ground.) 
SCENE V.. 


Enter Frank BexTRAM and Jack. 


A rank. (Sitting down in a chair, without looking at 


Charlott.) My niece ] what does ſhe want? 


Zack. I don't know; but her look is ſo meek, 


Pd ſwear ſhe brings good news. 


: Frank. (After ſome pauſe.) But what is become 


of her? | 
Pack. She is ſtanding yonder. | 
Frank. I am to limp to her, very likely! 
Fac. Step forward, come near good Mis 
Charl. (Hefitating, fearful, and remaining on the 
ame ſpot.) i 
F (1 ifening ie approaches.) I hear no- 
hing. | 
| el. She trembles. Þis 
Frank. Zounds l what does ſhe tremble: for? 


Clan, (dppreceting a few fd.) i—— 
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Frank;” (To Jack, who ſtands: by his chair.) Well, 
ean't ſhe talk | | 
Tack. She is crying. | | 
Frank, What the devil is ſhe crying for? 
Charl. (Taking courage.) I am come, dear uncle, 
to compliment you. (14 en 
Frank, ( Roughly.) On what occaſion? 
Charl. On your birth-day. Ya. 
Frank. You likely have been taught to walk 
of late, as you only come to-day for the firſt time. 
Charl. Ever ſince I had the faculty of thinking 
and feeling, my heart has attracted me hither. 
Frank. Has it ? How old are you? 
Charl, Seventeen years. 


Frank. Ay, ay, on my return, ſixteen years 


back, you were a little thing, not bigger than 
my fiſt, Do 
 Charl. At that time, my dear uncle carried me 
in his arms, and was fond of me: Old Ann has 
often told me, and I liſtened with pleaſure. 

Frank. Your good uncle was then a good-na» 
tured fool. f 

Charl. I loft my good mother very early. 

Frank. Your mother was a Loo WOnan—a 
wy good woman. | 

karl, Had the lived, many things might nor 

bave happened. 


Frank. May be; ſhe has hindered your father. 


from playing many a fooliſh trick. | 
Charl. My father may have erred ; bad people 
may have led him aftray ; but they have never 
been able to erafe from his heart his affections 
for his onlv brother. x 
Frank. He hes given me excellent proofs of 
his affection theſe fifteen years. IF 


Charl. That is over now. The Court of Con- "2 


ſcience has thrown a veil on what is paſt, Go 
to my brother, ſaid my father ro me, be thou the 
harbinger of peace; he will not reject thee, thou 
art innocent. He has been fond of thee when a 
chilf;. he has been fond of thy mother; for her 
— | ſake 


ſake he will tender thee his hand, and thou wilt 
kiſs it with infantile affection. | 
Frank. (Still without looking at her.) Sure! You 
can't help it. You muſt dance as he pipes. I 
bave adibing againſt you. Go, child; God bleſs 
you—W hat's your name ? | | 
. . Charl. My name is Charlotte. 


Frank. Charlotte; right. Nay, I think I'am 
your godfarher. * wid; 

Carl. Ohl the man who received me amon = 
the Chriſtians ; he who promiſed me tendernets | 
and affection, when I could not articulate a ſylla- # 
ble; that man will not ſend me out of his houſe | 
withour deigning to caſt a friendly look on me. | 
Frank. (Throwing a tranfient glance at her, yet | 
without fixing her in the eye.) Very well You may | 
go. You will not be omitted in my will. | 

. Charl.' That was cruel. | | 
. Frank. '( Paffionately.) Cruel! Why cruel? j 
_ -Charl. Dear good uncle, I wanted to be remem- 
bered in your heart, and not in your will. 
- . Frank. (Good naturedly, and ſomewhat embarraſſed.) | 
Ah, to be, ſure but I alſo muſt—lI am your god- | 
father, you know—and as you have had the trou- | 


ble to call (Putting his hand to his pocket.) - 
Charl. ( Mortified.) Had the trouble! 
Frank. There, take this little preſent. (Ten- 
dering her a few gold pieces, without looking at her.) 
Charl. (T aking whim'by the: hand with great viva- 
city.) .I only ſee che hand you ſtretch out to me, 
and not what.it contains: Pl keep that hand; 
drop my tears on your money, and beg you will 
take it back. | 
Frank. ( AﬀeFtionately.) Girl, thou art proud. 
Carl. Vii be proud of your love. Here that 
oud girl kneels down by your chair, aud prays 
or one ſingle kind look. y mother could leave 
me no more than her features; theſe features will 
- put you in mind of a friend that has long fince 
mouldered into duſt ; this recollection will melt 
your heart, and give me, in you, a ſecond father. 


Frank, = 
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Frank. (Looks feveral times at her, ſeemingly af. 


Fected, then tur ung ro Jack. ) Jack, ſhe is very Hike 


her mother Curſe it, Jack, help me out. 

2 (Seb bing) I can't, Captain. 

Fran. Thou crieſt, I declare. Jack, hel p me 
out, I tell thee. 

Jack. (Raiſing Charlotte, and Putting her" in 
Frank's arms. 

Frank. (Strivin to get hate.) Avaſt ! that's 
what: you may call bending all your canvas. by 
night, * in a miſt. 

_ Charl. | perceive a tear in your eye, uncle: I 
wouldn't take all your gold for that. 

Hank. Well, well; Thou haſt run me down 
altogether go, kneel. —__ on thy mother's 

ave, and thank her for it. When you were 

chriſtened, and I afterwards flood by her bed, ſhe 
— me by the hand- ſhe then juſt looked as 
thou doſt now—and ſaid to me, Dear brother, I 
lay this child near your heart, when I die—— 
(He cannot proceed : at laſt he ſays gaicty,) Four 
weeks afterwards the. was gone—(4 panſe, during 
which his muſcles appear in agitation.) Come, my: 


girl, come to my boſom. 


Charl. '( Sinks in bis embrace.) 1 
SCENE V. 8 5 70 


Enter Dr. BL UM. 


Blum. Oh, excellent! I am come in time. 
Frank. Look ye there I this little witch N 


, 


made me fo folt,. ſo womanih—(Shaking in 
comical manner.) | . 
Cbarl. Oh, i nom know my good uncle's heart; 
all my: fear is gone. 

' Frank. 80 
had, very likely, told 


tl hou—get thee gone, 


you were afraid of me? People 
u I was a bear. 


Charl.” The lady here in the houſe had frighten- 


ed me ſo. | 
Frank, What lady? | 


2 * 0 vacl. 
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2 Again, one of Mrs. Grim's | hypocritical 
tricks. 4 r 342040 i e HD. Nu 
Frank. Ah, that's water for thy mill. ö 
Fack. Who could refrain from ſpeaking ? I 
was juſt coming in when this good child was go- 
ing; ſhe juſt ſwallowed a tear; it was but a very 
linle one; and yet I wouldn't have it on m 
conſcience. Where are you going? ſays I. Oh, 
J am not permitted to ſee my uncle Why not ? 
any one may ſee him, eſpecially one with eyes 
full of tears, Then Mrs Grim wanted to bar the 
door, and ſet her arms a-kimbo, juft like a ſtone 
pircher , and wouldn't let me go in to you. 
( Paffionately.) Not let old Jack Buller go to his 
captain! Would fain perluade me you were 
alleep; me, old Jack Buller, that knows from 
thirty years experience, that his captain never 
takes a nap after dinner. But I think I gave her a 
miee ſhove, juſt as I would a paſſenger. who, in 
5 85 weather, would ſtand in my way upon 
eck. | | 
Frank, Now, look ye here, Jack—what a 
wrong conſtruction you have put on that again ! 
—She thought I ſlept ; ſhe did it for the beſt; 
and he who acts for the beſt, were he but a jack- 
aſs, ought to be ſet right with moderation. 
Blum. Miſs Charlotte will be able to give us 
the beſt account of the reception ſhe has met with. 
Clarl. Oh, I am ſo glad II forgot it all. 
Frazk. Forgot it!— Then there was ſomething 
to forget after all ?=Out with it ! ers 
Cybarl. One ex preſſion oi hers has indeed hurt 
me tòo the very foul. She ſaid 1 came to—(hiding 
her tears) to heg. a 
Frank. Avaſt there That was fooliſh ! 
Jack, Thou art right, Jack. It muſt have 
{lipt her, | «(iT pi] 
Blum. Never mind ; ſuch little tranſtent clouds 
muſt not ſpoil this fair day. We will only rejoice 
at the idea, that this glorious hour has cancelled 
the recollection of fifteen bad years. The ſuffer- 
ings of man are many indeed; but how could we 


INUIMUEF 


* 
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murmur when we ſee that a ſingle glance of the 
ſun of happineſs abſorbs them all; like a heavy 
drop of rain that bends down the calix of a flow- 
er !— This day angels rejoice with us, for on this 
day two brothers were reconciled to each other. 

Frank, Avaſt !—avaſt there !—That girl has 
never done me any injury—l am her father. 
and the meekneſs of her mother dwells on her 
brow Who could be angry with the little witch? 
But, as to my brother, he may go his own ways, 

vided we never meet. - 
Blum. Dear Captain !—At the end of the jour- 
ney, all the roads run into one, and there we muſt 
meet | 

H ant. Then he whoſe conſcience upbraids him 
may caft down his look. 

- Charl. My dear uncle! I entreat you for my 
father. 

Frank. Twon't do !—"Twon't do !—Only fee ! 
-—Scarcely have I given her a little corner for a 
hammock in the ſteerage, but ſhe will take the 
command, of the veſſel ! 

Charl. But if I ſhould ſuoceed to ornament the 
cabin with the flowers of ſpring ! 

Frank. Nonſenſe !—Thoſe flowers are wither- 
ed long ſince. 

Jack. Only think, Captain, how different all 
would be in this houſe. Then you would t 
be obliged at nights to ſmoke your pipe by your- 
ſel The nafty old tom cat would be exiPd from 
the ſofa-Vour brother would fit by your fide, 


and you would once more haul over the joys of 


your youth. 

Frank. Leaye 61d Tom alone, Jack; he has 
never yet brought an action againſt me. 
Blum. I. ſee we muſt expect the remainder 
from time. Oh! when love and time unite their 
powers, they pull down: Egyptian pyramids, and 
open the tombs in which good hearts choſe to 
bury themſelves. (To Charlotte.) Go, good 
child, your father is waiting for you. 3 
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Frank. She ſhall ſtay !—I have been waiting 
theſe fifteen years for her, 2 
Blum. Her father is ill, and my want her. 
 Charl. But may I come back | | 
Frank. Fooliſh queſtion !—You may,. ſurely * 

Nay, you ſhall !\—Do you hear? f 
Charl. With pleaſure. 1 
Frank, Well — when will you come back? 
Clarl. To-morrow !—every day ! | 
Frank, Well, then, God bleſs you ! and when 
you come back, come without your pride. Do 
you hear ?— There the gold pieces lie ſtill on the 


ground; you won't pick them up; I know that 
| | - 1 


well enough. 


Cbarl. Uncle Does diſintereſted love look ſo 
much like pride? | ; 
Frank. Ay, ay! you wouldn't pick them up 
e ven if you knew it would give me pleaſure. 
Charl. (Picks them up.) I thank you, dear 
un. le; Þil buy ſomething with it to ſtrengthen 


my poor fick father. You'll permit me to do ſo, 
uncle ? 


Frank. Do as you like. | 

Charl. Your greeting would certainly have a 
greater effect. 
. Frank. Curfe it! Well, then, greet him! 

Charl. (Kiffing his hand with rapture.) Fare-- 
well!! [Exil. 
Frank, Jack run !—look what becomes of 
her II wouldn't have the briſk huſfy break her 
neck down thoſe ſteep ſtairs. I Jack exit. 


SCENE VI. 


Frank. (Wiping off his tears, and endeavouri 
to hide them.) Wha think you of that girl? 
Blum. The child of nature and innocence. 
Frank. Do you think ſo ?—Then ſomething 
might be done for her. I am, indeed, apt to 
think the little huſſy knows better how to cure 
the gour than yourſelf, Doctor. Whilſt ſhe wo 
| G 2. here 
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here it durſt not rear its head. Now it begins 
again to draw and pull! | 

Blum. When Heaven points ont fo eaſy- a 
2 you would do well to uſe it for a con- 

ancy. | | | 

ok, For. a conflancy !—With all my heart. 
But her father won't let me have-her.— Will he? 

Blum. Then you onght to take them both. « 

Frank, Avaſt, Doctor | that won't do. 

Blum. I give you joy—your quarrel is ſettled. 

Frank, Is it 2 Think ye !--thank ye ! This 
medicine is likely ro prove more efficacious than 
your muriatic.-l won't aſk you how it has been 
ſettled ; I don't care for that. | 
13 The garden is to be your property ſor 
ife. | 

Frank, I make the girl a preſent of it. 

Blum. At your demiſe it goes to your brother, 
or his heirs. . | 

Frank. But, I tell you, I give it the girl now. 

Blum. So much the better !-—You ought to 
have done that long ago. 

Frank, Why didn't the wench come ſouner ? 

Blum. Let us thank Heaven ſhe didn't come 
too late. Now, good Captain, attend to the 
prayer of a friend, and the command of your 
phyſician—You have to-day experienced ſo many 
2 muft divert yourſelf-you muſt 
take an airing. lent 

Frank. With pleaſure, if you think it will be- 
neſit me.—An old ſailor doesn't wait for a ſecond 
invitation to an airing. 

Blum. I have invited a couple of friends to a 
collation, and the ſpot which I have pointed out 
for the enjoyment of this fine ſpring day—pardon 
my liberty—is your garden, 

Frank. My garden! 

Blum. 1 think it will give you pleaſure, after 
fifteen years, to tread the ground in peace, where 


the joys of your youth ſtill lurk behind every 
uh. | | 
Frank. 


A cor: 7 


; Fal. But I ſhall feel very queerly, Sir, when 
I ſtep into that garden.—Pray is that old garden 
door ftill there When I was a boy, 1 drew a 
huſſar on it with black lead. a 


Blum. The huſſar is not quite effaced yet. 
Frank. Not yet, you ſay ?—Very droll! So 
many people have died ſince, and that huflar 
5 ſtill keeps galloping on. Yes, yes, we will go— 
o immediately. l. is very particular, I actually 
| eel a ftrong deſire to fee that huſſar again. 
Bur didn't you mention two ſtrangers you had 
| invited? I am not fit for company a 
Blum. Only two good friendly beings; for in 
large companies joy is ſilent, like a prudent man. 
ä Frank. Well t en—Jack! (Calling out.) 


SCENE VII. 
Enter JACK. - 


Frank, Order the coach. 
Blum. No occaſion. My carriage is waiting.” 
Frank. Jack, we are going to take a ride; and 
can you gueſs whither ?—ro my: garden. All is 
_ _over—all ſettled ; I am going to my garden, 
Fack. May Heaven grant you the eternal gar- 
den of Paradiſe for thar. - 3 | 
Frank. Give me my hat.” 
Zack. There is a little expedition to be under- 
taken in this houſe before you go out. 
1 4 | 1 
act. The mtorney, Eyterborn, has juſt been 
B. king to Mrs. Grim. Mm ; | 
Frank... What is that to me? 71 ' 
© Faeck. It is a great deal ro me, dear Captain. | 
When you this morning called me a liar, it had 
nearly broken my heart. I am but a poor man; 
but it muſt be of ſome. conſequence to you to 
know whetherlam a rogue or not. For if I have 
Cheated you theſe thirty vears, I'd adviſe you to 
traf me no more for * e thirty years to come. 


Vit 


* 


-- 
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Vil therefore thank you to ſtep up into my garret 
with me. * 


Frank. Fooliſh fellow !—I am ſure thou art 
honeſt. | 

Jack. But you ſhall be convinced likewiſe, 
that Jam as intimate with truth as I am with 


honeſty. Dear Captain, I can have no reſt till 
J have convinced you. 


Frank. Come then; it will be a hard job for | 


me to get up thoſe ſleps. 


Blum. I'll go meanwhile to receive my friends. 
Farewell till we meet again. 


SCENE vin. 


Frank. (After a few ep, flops ſhort.) Jack 1 
I am thinking what all this is for. Suppoſe l 
were to hear with theſe mine own ears, that 
Mrs. Grim is a good-for-nothing—W hat then ? 
Tack. Turn her os not Ou 45nd 
Frank. lam afraid, Jack, that will hurt me 
more than it will her. I am always in a bad 
humour eight days before I turn any body out of 
my houſe. We are all poor ſinners, ond yet God 
Almighty don't diſmiſs any of us. And then, I 
think, beſides, that I have ſo little to loſe. When 
I perſuade myſelf to be fond of a perſon, he 
that undeceives me does me but little ſervice. 
Tack. You may run an adventurous tack to- 


day, Sir. You have captured a niece, that's 


worth ninety- nine Mrs. Grim's, 1 warrant ye. 
Frank, (Guing.) Thou art right, Jack. Talk 


to me of that good girl as we are getting up 


ſtairs; that will leſſen my fatigue. [Exeun;s 


F 
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ACT V. 


Mrs. Grim s Room. In the back Ground a Bed _ 
with Curtains. To the right a Table, with. two 


full Bottles of Miue, a Cake, and hah. Fruit. 
By it an [ron ffrong Box. 


SCENE I. 


Frank BraTRAu's and Jack: BuLter's Foicas 
are beard owes the Ceiling. 


Jack... 


E have come either too ſoon, or too late. 
Frank. ¶ Seme tobat farther off.) How fo? 
Fack. There is nobody in the room; but 1 
hear them whiſper in the hall. 
Frank. Buſh! then let us go. 
Jack, Huſh! but ſtop; they have not t been At 


it yet. There are two full bottles, and the table 
ſer with cake. 


Frank. Huth ! let me have a peep. 0 


Jack. (At a diſtance.) Huſh! to the left, near 
the ſtrong box. 


Frank. Huſh! r ) Yes, yes; 1 ler well 
enough ; but to ſtoop ſo, and ſquat down on the 
floor, won't do for ſuch a gouty chap. (Je laft 
Words are beard as at à greater faves)” "(> 


hither! 


Zack, Huſh! (N A cake, as big as che 
head of a main-maſt! That ſhe gave you, was 


hardly as big as a nan, they: are 


coming. 
Frank. Huſh! let me come near the hole. 
SCENE II. 


Mrs. Gr1M and EvTrnnorn, 


4 Mrs. Grim. Oh, the Kicked people | Lwillp pra 
* and night to rouſe the vengeance of Heaven, 
A "R 
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yt. My highly-eſteemed Mrs. Grim, prayers 
won't carry us any great length, I am afraid. 


Mrs. Grim. Alas! there was a time when, 


through fervent prayers, you might draw a de- 
vouring flame from the earth, which would 
conſume a whole hoſt. Thoſe were good times. 
Eyt. Fuimus Trees, If thoſe times were to re- 
turn, the hoſt of authors ought to be conſumed 
firſt, and above all things. What avails com- 


plaining ? they will only laugh at us; the com- 


promile is made. L 
Mrs. Grim. Sit down, friend of my ſoul ; we 

will endeavour to ſoothe the afflictions of the 

mind, by indulging the body. (She keeps filling, 

and handing cake and fweetmeat. Both do honour - 

za the table.) | | 
Eyt. After all, I wouldn't mind a pin that 

2 garden — excellent wines I— but that will 
a 


d farther and farther—thart romantic Doctor 


won't ſtop there very nice that almond cake ! — 


he will preach and ſpout till he has reconciled ' 
the two . good-nature& fools—and then, good 


night to all ſucceſſions. 


Mrs. Grim. Good man, you will frighten me 


out of my wits. What's to be done here? 


Ey. Vou muſt endeavour to put every obſtacle 


you can, to. viſits from thoſe quarters. 
Mrs. Grim. Ah, but good God ! hav'n't I ſent 


that wench 8 with every mark of ridicule - 


at that dog, that Jack Buller, 


and contempt ? 


has introduced her in ſpite of my teeth; and I 


believe the is ſtill with the old fellow, weeping. 
and telling him ſad tales. — 
Eyt. Who? ö 
Mer. Grim, Why, Miſs Bertram. 
Eyt. She with him? 


Mrs. Grim. Alas} yes. (Mimicking.) She wiſhed 


to congratulate dear uncle on his bitth-day. 
Eyt. And you left her alone with him? 


Mrs. Grim. (With an amorous glance.) Becauſe” - 


t was waiting for my dear beloyed. - 1 
24 yt. 
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Zyt. Serviteur, Highly-eſfteemed- Mrs. Grim, 
ts have been playing a fooliſh trick there: I 
now the girl; ſhe is an infinuating witch. 

Mrs. Grim. What ? ſuch a green wench cheat 
me out of the reward I have ſo well earned by 
the labour of ſixteen long years! Heve I, there- 
fore, flattered and coaxed the old fool all this 
time? Have I, therefore; dreſſed nice ſoups for 
him, and mixed his medicines with my own 
little finger; wrapt his ſore legs in flannel, and 
heard him relate his trite atchievements a hun- 
dred times over? n 
og Huſh ! (Lowering bis woice.) Oh, that 

Eys. (Looking round.) What was that? I think 
J heard ſomebody ſpeak ! ER 

Mrs. Grim. No, no! we are quite ſafe here. 
This is my bed-room. No mortal durſt attempt, 
without my ſpecial permiſſion, to penetrate this 
ſanctuacy. (Pointing at the iron-cheft.) Look here, 
Sir; there is my little darling, my little favourite, 
my cheſt ; that will always ble on me in the 
Hour of affliction. (Opening it, Eyterborn cafts a 
greedy look on the money.) Thoſe large bags there 
at the bottom are all full of ſilver. And theſe 
(putting two bags on the table) are quite crammed 
with gold. An't they pretty little things now 

Eyt. (Stroking the bags.) Pretty little things 
indeed! One is quite carried away with a ſym- 
pathetic affection. f 
Mr. Grim. All that, my ſweet friend, I have 
deſtined for our impending marriage. But what 
is this trifle ? I might have ſecured much more. 
But in hopes of the ſucceſſion, I have ſet limits 
to my perquiſites. I have now and then given up 
ſome little advantage, when I thought it might 
be found out. I muſt do ſo to make him ſecure, 
The old fool would undergo martyrdom to 
prove my honeſty.—One glaſs more, my ſweet 
friend! . 

Eyt. May you live long, my careful fair 3 

| | & 


ö 
| 
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Mr. Grim, Oh! in your arms I only ſhall 
commence a happy life. 

Eyt. Yes, yes. Serviteur. Provided the will 

Mrs. Grim, You, meanwhile, draw up the will, 
You may, at all events, propoſe a legacy for the 
niece ; that will give it the appearance of. phil- 
2 To-morrow early Fit get Jack Buller 
out of the way, and then Setz the old fellow, 


after his own faſhion, a pompous diſh of gene- | 


roſity, with a ſauce of tears, till he reſolves to 
fend for you, Then we hammer the iron whilſt 
it is hot; and then his laſt hour may ftrike, 
when it pleaſes ; the ſooner the better. | 
Frank. (In a loud voice.) Avaſt there ] you brood 
of vipers! thunder and lightning! — (4 greas 
noiſe is heard over the ceiling. 0 
Eye. (Ring with great fear.) "_ 
Mrs. Grim. (Trembling.) Ah! what do I hear? 
that was the old Captain—he has been watching 
us -e are undone—Saran is got looſe my ſmel- 
ling- bottle dear friend of my foul—there on 
the window—the phial with the hartſhorn.— 
(She faints.) * l 
Eyr. Serviteur. I take to my heels. But PR 
not have loſt my time for nothing with. this old 
Jezebel. (Taking one of rhe gold bags, and fneakin 
eff; after a fort parſe returning.) Curſe it! che 
are already got to the foot of the ſtairs. Now L 
am quite at a loſs. (Looking round on all 
The devil take em! They are in the hall. (He 
throws himſelf on Mrs. Gxim's bed, and draws the 
turtuing.) f | | 


SCENE III. 
Euter Frank BERTRAM and: Jack BULLER: | 
Frank. Confound your pirating crew—there. 


look at that beaſt; there ſhe lies, and ſtretehes 


out her four extremiries. If the dies fo, ſhe'll 


cheat the gallows out of its due. (Looking round.) 


What is become of her helpmare?. 


Tack. 


Ades. 


1 connor. 8; 


| Sack; Ha t hve eſcaped, : for # dus ike 
lightning at the foot of the ſtairs. | (Searching 


#778 won 


Frank, Let him ſheer off, Jack ! his conſcience 
will bring him to. Þ 
Fack. Ho, ho! here is a ſhoe, (opening the bed- 
curtain,) and in the ſhoe a foot. Where there is 
a foot, there muſt be ſomething elſe. (Drawing 


1E out by bis legs;) Oh, your ſervant; 
r. Attorney. | | 


Evi. Serviteur. 
Fraxk. Oh, oh! my honeſt Eyrerborn ? How 
did you get into theſe chaſte widowed ſheers ? 
He. I was caught with a drowſineſs. Mrs, 
Grim had treated me with a glaſe of old wine 
I can't ſtand much. | | 
Jet. ¶ Perceiving 'the bag, draws at out of bis 
bg/or.) You very likely, in your dr is, 
laid hold of this bag too ? ; 
Et. (With mixed fear and reſolution.) What 
do you mean, friend? I am an honeſt man; 
that all the world knows. | 
Frank. You ave a rogue, Sir; that's what 1 
know. Get ye out of my houſe ; and you may 
thank my gouty foot, if I do not avenge the de- 
ceived world on yoa. -"F 
Eyt. A rogue! ha! ha! ha! Serviteur. Try 
'to ſay that loud if you dare No man will give 
you credit for it, The world will honour the 
wealthy, and neveraſk how he came by his wealth. 
At's quite the fame with the fame of honefty. 
Frank. Alas! true enough. 
Ert. I therefore adviſe you not to mention an 
thing about the affair. rs. Grim has cheatec 
ou, and Þ have cheated Mrs. Grim : for an old 
chelor and an old lufcious maid deſerve wb 
8 F : | I * 
Jack. (Clenching his t.) Captain! may I 
Frank. Let rm c 20 Ho has, for the firft 


time in my life, told me a truth, and I ought to 
thank him for it. 


Et, 
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Ey, 1 might be revenged, if I choſe. I might 
divulge the affair to your diſadvantage ; for the 
world would ſooner believe me than you; bur 1 
will act liberally, and not mention a ſyllable 
about it. Serviteur, [Eff. 
SCENE IV. Ra... . 4 

Frank, By Jove, the fellow is right !—Impu- 


dence is the beſt weapon in the hand of a rogue 
againſt an honeft man. One is ſurpriſed, con- 


fuſed ; and before you can recollect yourfelf, and 


determine whether you ought to laugh at it or to 
ſtrike, the raſcal has ſlipt his cable and hauled the 
wind. 5 4.4 | bY 


.  Fack. And what muſt we do with this woman 


Frank. Is the dead ? . | 
Fact. Pfhaw ! ſhe has the lives of a cat. 
Frank. When I am gone —overboard with her. 
—Do you hear? — Don't ſuffer her to heave in 
ſight again. So 
Zack. Thank God Captain, that's an expe- 


dition I have oo PDE for theſe fixreen 


years. But what muſt 
- mammon ? 
Frank. I give it you. | ; 
Jack. God forbid 1 ſhould touch the earnings 
of fin! E.1 e 
Frank, Found an hoſpital with it. ler 
Zack, That God Almighty may connive and 
become a accomplice of the robber? — No! no ! 


done with this unjuſt 


o a * 


0 plied to any pious inſtitution. 
Frank, Well, do then with it as you like. Now, 
help me into the carrige, and then heave that 
wench out-of the honſe.. Thou'it mäke thy re- 
port in the garden. Peter will attend we. 
Tack. Very well. (Supporting the Captain.) 
Frank. (Stopping. at the dor, and caſting a look 
of uneajin;ſs oa Mrs. Grim.) Odd enough ! would 
you believe me, Jack ! But Lam forry that I muſt 
diſcard that brute. 1 367 Md Aa 
| Jack, 


0 devil will dance; a hornpipe whenever flolen 
ney 15 ap 
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Fac. A long habit 
Frank.” Habit reconciles us to every thing.— - 
And I think, that to get fond of old Nick, one need 
but dine a twelvemonth with him at the ſame 
tavern. N 


SCENE V. 


( 4s ſoon as Mrs. Grim finds herſelf alone, ſte ſquints 
ff at the door, then at the bags on the table, then at 
the iron cheſt, and at laſt folds her hands with devo- 
tion.) The wicked have triumphed !-—Whar I 
have acquired by my labour and prayers, that 
rough ſcoundrel, Jack Buller, is to diſpoſe of to 
his liking I thought. I muſt have fainted away 
a ſecond time when I heard the verdict Good 
God! if thou ſupporteft thy ſervant but this one 
time, ſhe will bring thee the offering of a crim- 
ſon velvet covering, with gold fringe, to the altar 
of St. Urſula. Huſh! I hear the clumſy footſtep. 
(She pretends to faint.) ; | 


SCENE VI. 
Emer Jack BuLLzx. 


Jack. What !—Not recovered yet - Ohl we'll 
Toon rouſe her! (Taking a bag from the table, and 
jingling the money about her ears; Mrs. Grim opens 
4er eyes.) — Ho! ho! ſhe returns to life! (Fingling 
exce more ; Me Rreiches out ler band towards the bag.) 
— Now ſhe recovers ! 


Mrs. Grim. Where am I? 
Tack. Where * ought not to have been theſe 
ſixteen years But within five minutes you'll be 
out of doors. 
Mrs. Grim. Is this the reward of honeſt ſervices? 
Fack. You have ſerved old Nick, and he'll pay 
- you your wages. | 
Mrs. Grim. Profligate fellow ! 
Zack. I ſay, Mrs. Godly, pack up your ſtolen 
goods, and clear the deck as faft as vou can. - 
Mrs, Grim. You are a rude fellow -I am not 
to be commanded by * 
| 7 act. 
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Fack, Mrs. Grim, be wiſe !—We know all ; we 
have witneſſed all. The Captain defires yon, in a 
Friendly manner, never to appear before him again, 
Mrs. Grim, Let him come and tell me fo if he 
dare ! | 
Fack. He thinks that ſaperfluous, and has made 
Jack Buller his repreſentative and plenipo. 
Mrs. Grim. Good Jack !—you are joking now ! 


— Here is a gilder for you; go and drink to my 


health. 
Fack. I had rather die with thirſt than drink to 


your health !—March! off with you !—This cheſt 


you may lock up, and put your feal to the door of 
the room. I muft now go to my maſter, and have 
no time to wait till you have made your parcels. 

Mrs. Grim. (Locking the cheſt war?! great care.) 
But, good God! ſhan't I be permitted to ftop in 
the houſe till to-morrow morning? 

Fack. Not a ſingle minute !-—Pll have it ſmoked 
this very night !—Weigh your anchor, and get 
out of the harbour, or elſe I muſt play my batte- 
ry on you |! | ; 

Mrs. Grim. But my things !—My prayer-books! 

Jack. You may lend to-morrow morning for 
all your rags. All that has any thing of the ſmell 
of your ſanctity ſhall be delivered up. 

Mrs. Grim. That won't do !--41 muft be preſent. 

Jack. But, I ſay, no!—It is contrary to my 
orders. _ 

Mrs. Grim. But, I ſay, yes!—And 1 wort ſtix. 

Fack. You won't ftir ? | 

Mrs. Grim. No. 

Jack. Not if I defire you? 

Mr:. Grim. Not if you were to drop at my feet. 
Il ſee what you 

. Zack. Impoſſible! Mrs. Grim—the devout 

Mrs. Grim, withſtand my prayers! (Laying hold 
of her, and talking whilſt L flowly wheels her about 
till ſhe is out of the room.) 


* 


'My 
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My dear Mrs. Grim! 


let me beſeech you 


— be ſo good as to get 


out of the houſe !—Oh! 
fee, your gentle heart is 
already moved!—But do 
not be in all that hurry! 
—Permit me to take the 
moſt tender leave of you. 
— What! are you al- 
ready fo near the door ! 
— Well then, farewell, 


(Mrs, Grim ſpeaking 
at the ſame mt If you 
dare—let me alone 


Jack, PII ſcratch your 


eyes out !—Jack, Pll 
bite your noſe Dear 
Jack il give you a 
ouis-d'or I- Good Jack! 
—Honeſt Jack I Infa- 


mous raſcal ! -Unman- 


ly brute!--(The laſi word. 


as at a diſtance out of 


my beſt friend F doors) 

the devil give you healt te 
and joy! 
SCENE VII. 


A Garden, with a Bower on each ide. 
PHILIT EERTRAM and ANN, 


Phil. Let me, good Ann, at every ſtep recollect 
the Joys of my youthful days. This ſpot has, for 


many years, been my bane, even on the faireſt 
days. becauſe methought I ſaw the ſtormy cloud 
of diſcord between brothers hang heavy over it. 
At laſt the horizon has cleared upon the evening 
of my life. My reſpiration is free, for I am now 
allowed again to Iove him. I feel as if I had loſt 
a precious ſtone here laſt autumn; the ſnow had 
covered it, during the winter; but the ſun of 
ſpring has melted the fnow, and I again find the 
loſt jewel. 


Ann, He has received Miſs Charlotte in a 


friendly a manner !—Nowl like him again. He - 


is good old Frank after all. 

Phil, Oh! he is moſt certainly good, and al- 
ways has been ſo. Bad people may tarniſh a bright 
mirror with their breath, but the foſtering hand 
of love will ſoon or late wipe off the film. Do vou 
fee that cypher on yon lime- tree, P. F. — The 
growth of the rind _ during the lapſe of thirty 

2 


years 
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years, almoſt diſfigured the letters, but the main * 

trace is indelible, wild 
Ann. | have often made coffee here, and the gon 

Foung gentlemen gathered dry wood to make a 2017 
re. 

Phil, Let us fit down here, in this arbour, . 
where I have fo often learnt my catechiſm, and whe 
toiled in completing my Exerciſe. (They go into k 
the arbeour; Philip /ts dewn; a pauſe.) Who will uſe 
foy, that there are no no enjoyments for old age, ole 
when it can thus carouſe on the recollection of the 1 
Jovial days of early youth ? Even youth does not Doe 
ſo much enjoy the preſent moment as old age p 
does what is gone. | 3 fiel 

SCENE VIII. 2 

Enter Feanx BERTRAM, ſupported by a Servant. £ 4 
Frank. (Yet in the back greund.) Avaſt, (Looking * 

« Found deeply aſfedt ed, but endeavouring to hide his bef 
emotions, but burſting out at lajt to the Servant.) bh 
Leave me! * 

Servant. (Lething wiſifully at him.) {or 

Frank. (Gently.) Go, I tell you! Stay, mean- | 
while, at the door. I now can manage by my- Bu 
ſelf, till Jack comes, [Exit Servant. 


Frank, The fellow ſhan't ſee my tears Such 
ſparks will grin, when they ſee an old man cry. 
(Looking reund on all fides, leaning on his ſtick.) 

Phil. ] have not felt ſo well this long while. 

Frank. Behold there, the old pear-tree !—onl 
think, the old pear-tree ſtill alive, and full of blof- Fo 
ſoms !l—how often have I been aloft there with 
my brother! Curſe that gout—or elſe I would 


t 
once more be up there! ind} D 
Phil. Don't IT hear ſomebody ſpeak ? ; | fc 
Ann, (Looking out.) An old gentleman walking | 
about. - | 


Phil. Likely one of the Doctor's friends. p 
| | Frank. 
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Frank. Here, I think, my mother uſed to 
have her flower- bed. The ſpot is quite grown 
wild. Behold! there crawls a bl 
gone, thou emblem of diſcord! (Removing it 

with bis flick.) 

Ann. How many cobwebs there are here ! 


. Phil. Spiders will take poſſeſſion of the fpot 


when harmony has fled. 

Frank. Fil fit down in this arbour where I 
uſed to read my Robinſon. (Sits down in the 
other arbour.) ir 

Phil. That ftranger, ſurely, is waiting for the 
Doctor: I wonder where he may ſtay. 

Ann, Miſs Charlotte is gathering violers in the 
fields: he is very likely with her. 

Frank. Who may that ſick perfon be? He 
ooks very ill. a | 

Phil. I ſay, Ann, I think I ſhould know the 
face of that old gentleman. 


Frank. I think I have ſeen him ſomewhere 


before. 
Phil. Can't you recollect his features? 


Frank. And that old woman LOO, - looks like 


ſome one I have ſeen before, 


Ann. The face ſeems to be known to me.— 


But here comes the Doctor; he'll know beſt. 
b SCENE IX. 
Enter Dr. Blum. 


Blum, (Going up ts Frank.) Welcome, dear 


friend; well, how do you like it? 

Frank. I am fo well pleafed, that I could wiſh 
to die here. (Drawing the Doctor nearer.) Pray, 
Doctor, is that fickly man there, one of your 
frieads 7 N ' 

Blum. Ves. Sir. 


Frank. | ſuppoſe, you mean to make an hoſ- £ 


pital here: have you invited none but patients? 


H * Blum. 


: get thee 


* 0 wm r 


9o THE RECONCILIATION: 


Blum. None but patients; but with a view 
of diſmiſſing them all in good health. 

Frank, Who is that gentleman? 

Blum. Don't you recollect him ? 

Frank, If J heard his name, Ff I Aich | 

Blum. Aſk your heart. 

Frank. (Startled, ) My, heart! 


. SCENE X. 


Enter CHARLOTTE: 


Chai l. (With her pron full of flewers,) 
Frank, Ho! ho! Charlotte, are you too here? 


Charl. (Strewing flowers from cne arboyr to the 
ether.) x 


Frank. What are vou abant ? 
Phil. Charlotte, u hat, are you, doing? 
Charl. I am ſtrewing flowers on the road 


which for ſo many years has been covered with 
thorns | 
Fran. What does ſhe mean? | 
Phil. (Nodding to Blum.) Ptay, Doctor, tell 
me, who 1s thar ſtrange gentleman ofa 


Blum. I have invited him becauſe to. day is his 
birth-cay. 


Phil. (Meoved.) His br: h-day! 

Frank, (Uncaſy) Come hither, Charlotte, 

Charl. Oh, yes; very well. 

Frank. Who is he ? 

Charl. Fitteen years ago you would not have 
aſked that queſtion. 

Frank. Zounds !— Who is he? 

Charl. ( Running ſwiftly to the ether arbour, and 
clinging round her father's neck) It is my father! 
(A pauſe ; the two brothers look at each other furtively, 
but with great emotion ; the Doctor examines them 
with attention and pleaſure.) 

Frank. (Apart.) How poorly he looks! 

Phil. (Apart.) How old he is grown! _ 
Fran 
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Fran. ( Apart.) How ſhabby his dreſs !—He 
has, perhaps, been in diſtreſs ;, whilſt Mrs: Grim 
was robbing me. ; 
© Phil. ( Apart.) Fie upon that proud ſhame, 
that would prevent me from flying into his arms! 
Cbarl. (Kneeling down between the twy arbours, 
flreiching ous her. arms, and looking with earneſt 
looks alternately at her father and her uncle.) | 

Phil © (Riſes, ond goes one ſtep out of theiarbour ). 

Frank. (Very uneaſy.): Zounds! I believe he is 
coming. | 

Charl. Hither, my dear uncle. | 

Frank, (Riſes.) To thee ?=What muſt I do 

then ? 

Clarl. To me, my. father! 

Phil. With pleaſure, my:child !' (He goes lo ber, 
and takes her hand.) 


Charl. ( In a ſweet carefing tone.) To me, dear 
uncle! 


Frant. Well, I am coming. (Goes nearer 9 
Ber.) 

Carl. Your hand | 

Frank. (Looking the «ther way.) Here 

Charl. Nearer! nearer! (Drawing the hands of 
the two brothers jo near that they meet.) ; 

Phil (Deeply affe ted.) Brother! 

Frank. ( Looking at him, throws away his flick, and 
opens his arms.) . 

Phil. (Sinks on his Brea.) 

Charl. (Springs up of a ſudden, and throws her- 
Jeif reund Blum's neck) My thanks, good man! 

Fraik. (Layiig hold with both hands of Philip's 
head.) Look at me, brother! eye fixed on eye; 
let me ſe if there be the leaſt ſpark: of reſent- 
ment lefr. | 


Phil. Doſtn't thou ſee a tear, that will quench 
it ? 


Frank. (Still in the greateſt emetion takes him by 
both hands.) Brother, thou lookeſt like the image 


oh 


7 „ 
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of diftreſs!—rhou haſt been in want!—thy whole 
perſon upbraids me with it. | | 

Phil. J have been ill. | | 

Frank. Well, then, get better now, or I won't 
ſer my foot over the threſhold of the door. | 

Phil. My good brother, thou haſt, in fpite of 
our mutual ſituation, generouſly ſupported 
me. 
Frank. What! is that a ſarcaſm ? 

Phil. Haſt thou not paid my bills? 

Frank. Avaſt there ! 

Phil. My rent?—my apothecary's bill? 
Fd hilip! rather give me a flap in the 
ace. 

Blum. Dear Sir, pardon me this pious fraud; 
I was thinking of the means to reconcile you, 
and I acted in the name of your brother. ; 


Frank, You are hard upon me, Sir; but 1 


thank you for that leſſon. 

Phil. Oh, my daughter! What a ſon thau 
haſt given me ! : 

Frank Son! What's that? 

Phil. This generous man, to whom innocence 
and goodneſs of heart are. equivalent to wealth 
and riches. | 
Fran. I underſtand.— Well done! but poor 
the girl is not.—lsn't the my ſole heir !—ls it 
not ſo, Charlotte? — Oh, we know each other 


by this tine?  (Poinking at Ann.) What's ſhe. 


crying for now ? 

_ Phil. She is pleaſed, poor old woman! 
Frank, Isw't that our good old Ann? 
Phil. It is the. | 


Frank, Ann, is it vou — Reach me that hand 


that has given me ſo many ſlices of bread an 


dutter.— Well, you have continued as an honeſt. 
girl; and you ſhall never want any thing to - 


chew, while you have a tooth in your head. 


Ann. 


thi 
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Aun. (Sobbing.) I cannot talk now. 

Frank. Well, then, hold your tongue. We all 
ſee your tears come from the heart. But whae 
the deuce is become of my gout, Doctor? 1 
think my. ſtick has got it all. 


LAST SCENE. 


6 Enter Jack. 


Fack. I give you joy, Captain; Mrs. Grim is 
ſent aſhore. | 

Frank. Is ſne? — Fair wind to her Now, my 
honeſt Jack, I have nobody but you. 

. Phil. And me. | 

Charl. And me. 

Blum. And me. 

Frank, Have I all of ye ?—Come all near; let 
me try if I can embrace ye all with one arm.— 
No matter, my heart has room for you. 

Fack, Captain, do I ſee right ?—Your 
brother ! 

Frank. Ay, ſure, old boy !—all forgotten! 
they all love me again.—Doſt recollect, Jack, 
when I took that French prize? what riches 1 
got there in one hour !—But now I have ac- 

uired much more in one miuute. Come, brother 
hilip—(taking him under his arm.) Come, call 
me again, as formerly, Frank. 

Phil. Dear Frank. 

Frank. That's right : come this way, Charlotte 
(taking her in his other arm.) Thou knoweſt 
what I have promiſed thy mother—what do 
you think, Philip?—I hope ſhe is here in the 
midſt of us—(looking up io heaven with true de- 
vol ion.) | | 


Blum, 


n. Fr 
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Blum. ( Deeply affefed.) Oh, if man knew 
what a heavenly reward there is in making 

ce! | 

Jack. (With jg mixed with tender emotion.) 
Don't take it amiſs—but be who you will, I 
muſt have a kiſs.— (He ſalutes Ann, who keeps 
ſobbing.) * [7 he curtain dropss- 


INI. 
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